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Winter in White Horse Lake

© Xia Mianzun

I am now over forty, but it was not until ten years ago that I got a feel of what winter was
really like soon after I had moved my residence to White Horse Lake, a place beyond my home
town. Since then, however, it has grown into quite a village, but it was an expanse of wilderness
at the time when I moved in. The new buildings of Chun Hui Middle School then stood tall on
the other side of the Lake while on this side were several newly-built small one-storey houses
tucked away at the foot of a mountain where lived two families separately, the family of mine
and that of Liu Xinru. The neighborhood was totally unpopulated far and wide except for the two
households. Having moved from Hangzhou to this desolate countryside late in the eleventh moon

of the lunar year, we felt like getting bogged down in a polar region.

The wind there blew almost every day, howling like a tiger's roaring. The new houses were
of poor quality, with a biting wind coming in through every chink in the doors and windows.
And our efforts to have all the cracks sealed with paper nevertheless failed to stop it from
breaking into the house. When it was very windy, all we could do was shut the front door before
dark and go to bed after supper, listening quietly to the whistling of the sharp wind and the
surging of the Lake waters. In the small rear-room close to the mountain, which, least affected by
the wind, was my study, I often worked by the light of an oil lamp late into the night, with my
woolen cap pulled down, while the pines were soughing in the wind, the white moon shining on
the window, and hungry rats squeaking and scurrying in the neighborhood of the ceilings. Seized
with a poetic mood generated by the scene of bleakness, I would stay up late and sit alone poking
the charcoal fire, imaging myself a figure in a traditional Chinese landscape painting and

indulging in deep reveries.

White Horse Lake is now rich in vegetation while at that time it was totally treeless. When
the sun shone bright on a windless day, it would be nice and warm. The whole family would then
sit in the courtyard to bask in the sun, and even have lunch in the open air like we did in summer.

Where there was sunshine, there we would move our chairs. When the cold wind came, however,



we would scamper indoors like refugees, each carrying a chair or stool and hastily closing the
doors behind us. The wind usually began to howl towards evening and lasted until midnight. In
the case of a severe storm, it would rage for two to three days and nights on end. At the height of
the bitter cold, the fields would for several days look deathly pale like cement, the mountains

would turn dirty purple with cold, and the ripples of the Lake would be of a deep blue.

I had no aversion to snowfall because it very much brightened up my room, so much so that
I could almost do without lamplight at night. The distant mountains would remain snow-capped
for at least half a month — a scene I could easily enjoy from my window. However, it was a pity
that, living in the south, we could have snowfall only once or twice each winter. Hence it was
from the wind only that I could in my daily life get a taste of winter. White Horse Lake is windy
for geographical reasons. The place is surrounded by mountains except in the north where there
is a gap as wide as one fourth of a kilometer, like the wide open mouth of a bag, ready to accept
the wind. It is the wind that differentiates White Horse Lake from other scenic spots. Anybody
who has been to the place can tell how frequent and violent the wind is there. The wind has,
since time immemorial, been an important factor in characterizing winter, particularly so in
White Horse Lake.

Now it is quite a few days since I and my family moved to Shanghai. Whenever the wind
blows in the stillness of the night, we will all mention White Horse Lake, saying,“White Horse

Lake must be terribly windy tonight!”
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Getting Married at 81

© Zhang Henshui

Jin Shengtanll! says,“People over 30 should not become an official, and people over 50
should not get married. Why? Because otherwise they would be doing the wrong thing at the
wrong time.”That is representative of the mentality of people at large in China. According to the
Chinese outlook on life, it is most enviable“to achieve success in one's early years”but most
sorrowful“to fail to achieve it until one's old age.”Hence, even a successful man will feel like
going into retirement when he is on the wrong side of 50. And those who continue to work out of
necessity in their sixties or seventies must bemoan their plight. However, considering that men
seldom live up to the age of 80, their personal concerns may seem to be impeccable. But, from
the standpoint of a worthy cause, they are wrong. Because the older one is, the more
knowledgeable and experienced he is, and therefore the more indispensable he is to a great
cause. Moreover, one should conduct oneself with self-confidence. Calling yourself a good-for-
nothing on account of age manifests your lack of vitality. The same is true of a nation. Self-
confidence has a lot to do with its rise and fall. Unlike us Chinese, Westerners usually go in for
great undertakings in late life. The recent cases of two Western senior politicians set a good
example for us and serve to give us a shot in the arm. One was 72-year-old US Secretary of State
Cordell Hull, who went to Moscow to attend the 3-power conference in the limelight of the
world. The other was former British prime minister Lloyd George, who got married at the age of
81. Their activities afforded proof of their vitality and youthful spirit. The way to live a
meaningful life and fully utilize the transient days of one's life is by continuing to work

vigorously in old age rather than retire.

Our national cause now rests, for the most part, on the shoulders of our middle-aged men —
men in their forties or fifties. Middle-aged fellow countrymen, roll up your sleeves to strive for

our ultimate goal!

[11Jin Shengtan (1608—1661) , a native of Wuxian, Jiangsu Province, was



a remarkable scholar in the early years of the Qing Dynasty, known for his

creative thinking in literary criticism.
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How | Started My Career as a Novelist

© Zhang Henshui

I became engrossed in reading fiction when I was 12. At 15, I wrote a story patterned after

Seven Swordsmen and Five Gallantst. T did it like I was a small kid having the audacity to
wield a heavy iron hammer. I have forgotten the title of the story, but, I remember, it was
illustrated with my drawing of a hero dancing around like mad wielding a pair of giant maces. I
enjoyed writing stories illustrated with my drawings of gallants because my younger brothers
and sisters plus my young uncle all liked to listen to my storytelling. And they would be greatly
amused when I sometimes showed them the illustrations. Did I seek fame? Of course not, for I
had no other listeners except a handful of my own folks. Did I seek personal gain? No, not either,
for that would have made a laughing stock of myself in the family. I did it for love. That's all

there is to it.

At 16, I read more novels and meanwhile acquired a smattering of knowledge by reading

the Chinese version of some Western books on literature. Thus I became even more interested in

fiction. I would buy every issue of Fiction Monthly'2, the only literary magazine then published
in China. I came to realize that story-writing could be one's profession. I shifted my favorite
reading from kung fu stories to love stories. In fact, love was then a favorite theme with most
novelists. But I still had only a vague idea as to why one should engage in story writing. And I

never thought of myself becoming a novelist.

At 19, while studying at Mongolia-Tibet Reclamation School for Vocational Training, in
Suzhou, Jiangsu Province, I continued to read stories in spare time. But I thought mere reading
was not enough, so I submitted two stories I had written to the magazine Fiction Monthly for
publication. Of course, I was then very young and far from being well-read. And many books I
should have read were known to me by name only. Therefore, I didn't expect too much of the
two stories I had sent out and just forgot about them. Several days later, however, I received a
reply from the said magazine saying that I had done quite well and they hoped I would do still

better. Though they didn't use my contributions, the encouragement they gave me was



tremendous. Thereupon, I went in for an even more careful study of fiction, especially as regards
the depiction of scenery and petty moves, which also appeared in Chinese fiction, but with much

lower frequency than in Western fiction. So I focused more on them in Western fiction.

Later, I was obliged to discontinue my studies when the school was closed down by order of

Yuan Shikail®! and my parents could not send me to another school due to financial difficulties.
Then I began to wander about hunting for a job in places along the Yangtse River. And it was not
until I was 24 that I finally found employment at The Wanjiang News in Wuhu, Anhui Province.
Thanks to the improvement I seemed to have made in knowledge through burying myself in
Chinese classics as well as fiction during the several years when I was in my country home and
later when I was wandering about, I was able to write novels for my newspaper and also, in spare
time, for other newspapers as well, including The Republic Daily. That's the beginning of my

career as a novelist.

In the second half of the year, I went to Beijing, where I was to stay for more than ten years,
both as a newspaperman and as a novelist. While I continued to write, I gradually realized that,
as a novelist, I shouldn't narrow my works to the sole theme of love. So from then on, there was
a small change in my writings. I wrote about social problems as well as love. Nevertheless, I
have never been able to totally break away from the topic of love. It has been my favorite theme
for decades or throughout my life, as witness my Taiping Flowers, Deep Night, New Shui Hu

Zhuan, 81 Dreams, etc.

As a writer of novels in zhanghui stylel¥, I of course advocate popularization. But we have
to know how to achieve it. The way is to observe people's daily life in its natural form until the
time is ripe for us to pick it like an opening flower. It is not easy though. It may be very difficult.
We have to look for the most common aspect of people's life and then let it blossom forth like
fresh flowers in our works at an opportune time. We need to work with patience. The more we

know about people's life, the more beautiful the flowers will be.

[1]A popular novel of adventure and detection in the Qing Dynasty with
stories about brave and gallant men in towns and villages who championed the

good, killed tyrants and achieved gread deeds for the state.

[2]Fiction Monthly was first published in 1910 by The Commercial Press in



Shanghai. From 1921, Shen Yanbing (pen—named Mao Dun) , a renowned
progressive nhovelist, was its editor—in—chief. The |iterary journal ceased

publication in June 1932 at the outbreak of the anti—Japanese war in Shanghai.

[3]Yuan Shikai (1859—1916) was chieftain of the Northern Warlords.
After the Qing Dynasty was overthrown by the revolution of 1911, he usurped
the presidency of the Republic and organized the first government of the
Northern Warlords. He proclaimed himself emperor in December 1915, but was

forced to abdicate in March 1916. He died in Beijing in June 1916.

[4]A type of traditional Chinese novel divided into chapters with each
chapter headed by a couplet giving the gist of the contents. Most Chinese

classical novels are in zhanghui style.
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RAERN M, L£LAKS, (AERBFAML) Z41946F10A 28 ETH AR TN —F
WL, BB RFOLEANLER, OBREWLY—FFHLEM4HHE,

Nl “AARRLAZ” FHNot a soul in sight, ZF|There was not a person in
sight,

[2] “Z4mIM449” % Hchoked with vehicles, & Flcrowded with traffic.

3] “AAEET 4”7 #Ha friend of mine showed me around Hakone, A ¥
to show aroundZ i i&, &ER “MEALMEAHT” (to take a person on a tour

of a place) o

[4] “reABL£49— Rk, MRGRIELTE £” % HHotels of Hakone compare
well with first-class hotels of Western countries, # ¥ to compare well with
Y “wigFE” . “TT Hee... WE” M, a7 % KHCompared with  first—class

hotels in Europe or America, hotels in Hakone are in no way inferior,

[5] “3e: A =HE” % Hwould dash for dear life into dark and cold
air-raid dugouts, H ¥ for dear |ifefmMiE, 1F “Hépi” g, £iF L F 69iMmid,
BRI BLEBWMAERLE,

[6] “ TR AFHGAAFIZTA, BETIFRE” £ HFear was written large on
the ashen faces of trembling women and children, ¥ to be written on the face

of HF BT LR E, 1F “Ie LB G -eeer X
[7]1 “AT89EAN” % Hour dear onesHKour close relatives,

8] “47F 77 &FEHAWe got them, # Pto getE O EFIAE “HR” . “IN
27 . “Xn” F#, XEZZEFRWe hit them,

9] “FHARLBESF, RE FRRER FHELN” Tk “KRLGEF, AR
AT EPEiTN” 241 spent five years in the Gele Mountain of Chongging
witnessing every bombing holocaust, #JE&X A L EHmin fair weather,

[10] “BR#FZBREMNEHFT 7 TR “RFLERKMPA QM ZZTHM” , BFAL

the end of the war, we understood what was to blame,



[M1] “FxEMBINREL” #Hto feast their eyes on the beautiful scenery, H

P to feast one's eyes onZ & i&E, 1F “RIFmkR” M,

12] “TEE AR ARG EFHFHEBRENG Z%R” TIFZE “TRFiLEREGT =%
FAREY |, #i*Never again will gloomy air-raid dugouts tarnish (3%
blemish) a place of natural beauty, #Never again will gloomy air-raid

shelters be constructed to spoil natural beauty,



From Chongging to Hakone

© Bing Xin

It was already dark when I arrived in Tokyo from Heneda Airport. The city looked desolate
under the street lamps. Not a soul in sight. It was entirely different from Shanghai, which was

noisy and choked with vehicles.

However, I presumed the city would never be so still in the daytime. On the third day after
my arrival, a friend of mine showed me around Hakone. On the way from Tokyo to Yokohama,
what struck me most were the endless sights of debris, shabbily-dressed women and haggard
crowds. But the roads were level and clean. The nearer we got to Hakone, the more luxuriant the
forests. The red autumn leaves in the evening glow plus the zigzag paths added greatly to the
enchanting beauty of the landscape. Around a corner of the mountain path, we suddenly came in

sight of the indescribable beauty of snow-capped Mount Fuji wrapped in purplish clouds.

Hotels of Hakone compare well with first-class hotels of Western countries. Our window
opened on a scene rich in Oriental flavour. Mountain ridges, eaves, stone pagodas, small bridges,

etc. all were so quiet, elegant and pleasing.

That night I just couldn't fall asleep. I didn't know why I had so many thoughts surging in

my mind.

The next day I got out of bed before daybreak. As I lifted the window curtain, green pines
were dimly visible through a thick mist enveloping the mountains. Suddenly I was on the verge

of exclaiming,“Ah, my Gele Mountain, the fantastic Gele Mountain of Chongging!”

Now I feel obliged to say a few words about the unforgettable Gele Mountain. It is much
smaller than Hakone with not so many red autumn leaves. Its slopes are covered with dense pine

forests. Red azaleas are in full bloom all over the place in spring.

And cuckoos are heard crying plaintively on spring evenings. It is said that azaleas on the

mountain have been dyed red with the blood spit up by cuckoos.



Bombing raids usually happened in fair weather.

At the hideous, penetrating sound of the air-raid siren, people would dash for dear life into

dark and cold air-raid dugouts, carrying food, drinking water, candles, blankets and their kids.
Fear was written large on the ashen faces of trembling women and children.

While Japanese aircraft were sweeping past overhead amidst terrible bomb blasts and a
violent gust of wind, we could do nothing but sigh a deep sigh. Then we somehow managed to
climb up to the mountaintop where we stood watching the city of Chongging shrouded in

billowing gray smoke and worrying about the safety of our dear ones.

Bombing raids usually took place on a beautiful starry night. So we chose to stay outside

the air-aid shelter.
We sat at the narrow entrance of the tunnel holding our sleeping babies in our laps.

Then, when the distant fires, flickering like fireflies, gradually died out, the streets became

pitch dark and silence reigned everywhere except for the faint barking of far-off dogs.
The Jialing River looked like a silvery white ribbon.

Aircraft were hardly visible in the pale moonlight. Only distant explosions were heard now

and then. Suddenly several searchlights swept across the dark sky.

“We got them! We got them!”Nine, six, three Japanese aircraft tottered like white moths
and plunged headlong into the city, and then followed the earth-shaking explosions and leaping

flames.

Days and nights went on like this for five years. I spent five years in the Gele Mountain of

Chongqing witnessing every bombing holocaust.
It was a horrible and abominable war.

At the end of the war, we understood what was to blame. In spite of the ravages of war we
had gone through, we felt sympathy and love for the common people. During the last two years
of my stay in the Gele Mountain, it gave me a feeling of unutterable pain to learn of the bombing

raids on Tokyo. I visualized the tragic picture of countless Tokyo young women trying



desperately at the air alarm to squeeze into air-raid shelters with little babies on their backs and

meanwhile worrying about husbands and relatives.

Now Tokyo reminds me of Chongging. Here in Hakone, I feel as if I were in the Gele
Mountain. We have learned a valuable lesson from sufferings. No prosperity or happiness will
come of acts of aggression. Without mutual sympathy and love, there would be no co-existence

and co-prosperity at all.

Never again will the Gele Mountain or Hakone be a place for sheltering evacuees. They

should be a place for sightseers to feast their eyes on the beautiful scenery at the mountaintop.

Never again will gloomy air-raid dugouts tarnish a place of natural beauty.
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[1] “kRSRAEANTRFE” A LEEK, “—hANOFTAH JLELF) " AT,
FRn e EAide “X &7 FHinscriptions.

[2] “fa ‘AN+7 ZFAAF, EREAAERTRTEANTS T! 7 FA4But the
birthday gift hasn't brought me to realize that | am already 80 years old!,
Fhasn't brought me to realize that -4 “{E % BH & ----- ” &, & Flhasn't made me

conscious that ---,

8] “X A&7, #: “BRABTALRRBRRET! W 7 Tk “XRUWKRY H M
FEmBter” % Hand meanwhile warn me never again to work so hard without
regard for my old age; 47T i%5and meanwhile blame me for overworking myself

and refusing to admit that | am old.

[4] “amE=_FT=FRE (FILE) vk, BIFEEnE TRHRESTH” FHhI1t
is about 60 vyears since | began at the age of 23 to write intermittently

Letters to Little Readers, R “Bi¥r4:4:” % Hintermittently®off and on,

[5] “iX iz B9 MARARAE RARE R AR AR T Mg PiagL KT 8 &
2 8942.8” % Hwhose good wishes inspired me with confidence in my speedy

recovery, rbwhose blessing made me believe in my early recovery® E & ik 77,

[6] “Mmdnte” % Hcerebral thrombosis, #.7Ti¥Ha stroke, ZIiEE, 1ERAF
#, Ha stroke (PR) #Af “Madaie” fo “Faihisn”

[7] “BxLa FILFER T EADE” ATiEH 1t took me almost half an hour to
finish writing this short letter of a few hundred words!, #Li#*You can
imagine how it took me almost half an hour to finish writing this short note
of only a few hundred words! 2 Just imagine me taking almost half an hour to

finish writing this short letter of only a few hundred words!, X #You can



imagine howAedust imagine3) A iFL P ay3g 545, B VAmIRR &,



Life Begins at 80Ill

© Bing Xin

Beijing Hospital
October 29, 1980

Dear Little Friends,

Every day I lie facing a lovely picture from my sickbed — the picture of a smiling little

child wearing a doudu!? and carrying two big red peaches on the shoulder. It bears the
inscriptions“On the 80th birthday of Comrade Bing Xin”and“With best wishes from the

Children's Literature, October 1980”0on the margin and at the bottom, respectively.

Every morning, when I wake up, it gives me great joy and encouragement to see the picture
in the bright sunshine. But the birthday gift hasn't brought me to realize that I am already 80

years old!

Since I fell ill, many old friends have written to express their sympathy for me and
meanwhile warn me never again to work so hard without regard for my old age. So, in reply to a
friend's letter, I said,“While Confucius refers to himself as often being ‘unaware of approaching

")

old age’, I am, however, unaware that I am already old

For this unawareness, I owe a debt of gratitude to millions upon millions of my little
readers! It is about 60 years since I began at the age of 23 to write intermittently Letters to Little
Readers. The warm response expressed by many of my little friends after reading my letters has

given me a perpetual feeling of being young!

During my illness, the editorial department of the China Juvenile Daily sent me flowers and
took my picture. I also received many letters of sympathy from my friends and readers, whose
good wishes inspired me with confidence in my speedy recovery. My illness started with

cerebral thrombosis, and later I suffered a fracture in my right hipbone. As a result, I had



difficulty getting around and writing by hand. You can imagine how it took me almost half an
hour to finish writing this short note of only a few hundred words! As a Western saying
goes,“Life begins at 40.”I hope that, starting from 1981, I'll be able to try my hand at writing and
moving around after my recovery. Life begins at 80. Let me strive to forge ahead with all my

little friends!
With every good wish,

Bing Xin, your loving friend

[1]The title is a sentence quoted from the following letter written by
Bing Xin in lieu of the preface to Vol. 3 of her Letters to Little Readers.

[2]A diamond-shaped undergarment, worn usually by a child in China,

covering the chest and abdomen, with bands going around the neck and waist.
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Tk 3 R B TR MR P BT BT IE DL, MR AT EFE LK BT, FE
R, WERK S, RELARAAEGILEFE—HRENIRST.

M1 “A#@F+” #+Hamidst a gentle rain, & T%Hwhile it was drizzling.

[2] “BRHrZrAE—8 ZAVD BARE, —FEELOHITeGKE, LA KM, H
LHFHFL LM E ) KE, HER DB FHVenice is a port composed of more
than 100 small islands cut by a broad winding waterway serving as its avenue

and numerous small crisscross water courses serving as its alleys, H*Pocut
e “F i

Bl “Z57” 35 “£45” | AARBE LT L, T “PshE” % Hmotor vehicles,

4] “hr P BAET =+ 55, @3 @AM ” % A After 20 years in China, he
returned to Venice -+, HPAfter 5@ 4% T stayingzliving.

5] “AZR%” Ai%His abnormal indeed, Ii¥FHis unusually bad indeed2is
unusual ly nasty indeed%, &K #H1,



Another Letter to Young Readers

— Written on the evening of April
12, 1958, in Venice, ltaly

© Bing Xin
Dear Little Friends,
On April 12, we arrived, amidst a gentle rain, in Venice, a city on the eastern coast of Italy.

Venice is a world-famous aquatic city, often compared to China's Suzhou. But, while
Suzhou is primarily a land-based city with many rivers and bridges, Venice is a port composed
of more than 100 small islands cut by a broad winding waterway serving as its avenue and
numerous small crisscross water courses serving as its alleys. And clusters of buildings on the
small islands are linked by some 400 bridges of various sizes. There are no motor vehicles. In
place of buses and motor cars, motorboats of various descriptions speed to and fro on the
congested waterways. Also on the waterways are lovely black small pleasure boats with curved
ends, known as gondola, a term that has been translated into the Chinese homonym gondule

meaning“share the joy of river-crossing.”

The small town of Venice is very interesting. Imagine how every building stands directly
facing a waterway instead of a street or lane, and the residents, as soon as they open the door,
come face to face with nothing but undulating sea waves and seagulls circling in the air. Walk
down a flight of mossy stone steps at their door, and they will be able to get on a public
waterboat bound for town. The city also has its own churches, palaces and other public buildings,
all situated on the water front. What a wonderful sight it is when strings of their lights are

reflected in the quivering water at nights!

Venice is one of the three big ports on Italy's eastern coast doing trade with Eastern
countries, the other two being Bari to its south and Trieste to its north. In its heyday, that is,

during China's Yuan Dynasty in the 13th century AD, an Italian merchant named Marco Polo



visited China and became an official in Yangzhou. After 20 years in China, he returned to

Venice and wrote Travels of Marco Polo in which he speaks highly of China's rich cultural

relics. He makes a detailed description of Lugouqiaotin his travel notes. That is why Europeans

today still refer to Lugougiao as Marco Polo Bridge.

International cultural exchange usually begins with international trade. The exchange of
top-quality commodities promotes mutual love and understanding between nations. Peace-loving
working people welcome“mutual supply of what the other party needs.”In recent years, due to
man-made barriers, Sino-Italian trade has dropped sharply. In the face of the declining business
of the above-mentioned ports, Italian industrial and business circles long for re-establishment of
relations and smooth development of business with China. The same urgent voice is heard

throughout the country.

These few days, the weather in Europe has been unusually bad indeed. Yesterday, snow fell
in large flakes on Padova when the city was at the height of its beauty with pink peach blossoms

and green willows. It was the first time for me to see a warm snow-covered spring scene.

There has been a chill in the air since last night, snow having turned into rain. The sound of
howling sea wind outside my window is mingled with the melodious sound of bells. I remember
that in an early spring of 20 years ago, it also rained when I first visited Venice. Therefore, I
haven't as yet seen the city in bright sunshine. Today is Sunday again, and I'm thinking of you
warmbheartedly. Little friends, those of you who are boarders must now be back at home for the
weekend. I wonder what you are talking about with your folks at home in the lamplight. Is it
about your studies or about our national construction? Having had no access to up-to-date
newspapers from China for several days, I'm ill-informed about things at home. It's probably
inadvisable for one to stay abroad for too long, for he may otherwise lag behind ideologically.
Little friends, you must be laughing at me for being“homesick”again. Now my fellow travelers
are all gone out visiting places in spite of the rain, for tomorrow they will have to push on with
the journey. I'm the only one left alone, so I manage to find time to write you a few lines so as to

keep you from worrying about me. I wish you from afar a happy Sunday!

Your friend,

Bing Xin




[1]Lugouqgiao, also known as Marco Polo Bridge, is an ancient bridge
spanning the Yongding River in the southwestern suburbs of Beijing. On July 7,
1937, the Japanese imperialists staged an incident at Lugougiao (known as July
7 Incident of 1937) , which marked the beginning of the War of Resistance
Against Japan by China (1937—1945) .
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KRS T1946F RIE R A, REZAADSF, (—AKA) RRDETSFEE56—
B, BILYEFHHN AT ERAANE T, —ARBEARGEF —IEHEEH L. BAK
A BRNEH RIG B AT EEFMA . MNAERE, REIRLF ARG

HEE., BR. 4, o XFFEAMT,

[1] “WiiFFriz X —3 K HZHeHENKLE” % Hwas lingering sluggishly in the
harbor, HE ¥ lingering sluggishlyfF “WliFEFExZE” | “THBFHhH” FE, )JLT’T%Z?%?
tarrying indolently, A RX:iE#%, KPRHB. X, “KIHBawEKLE” g5 “&
B “#%o” | TFHEiEHthe harbor, AINET Hi# Hthe rectangular seawater.

[2] “e 28 B XAT” FNwere securely shut, ZFlwere tightly shut, {2
BOCRRET . OCTE” FHX, MEHAM.

[3] “45th B2 Wiz 0@ Kk L2897 % Kas if it were laboring out of
the harbor toward the vast sea, &[as if it were trying hard to move toward
the vast sea, H ¥ laboringtf “% /1 #aTs"” %,

[4] “MRE L %oil KRB FHF? 7 % HHow did you know | was leaving on the
quiet?, _ﬁ—‘?on the quiet® A iE, 1F “HEFH” fE, &R secretlyZwithout telling
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AWooden Clog

© Bing Xin

The light gold setting sun, like our steamer, was lingering sluggishly in the harbor. The grey
gates of the warehouses on either side of the harbor were securely shut. The afternoon hubbub of
voices had died down and fitful gusts of evening wind would rise to send the messy piles of

straw ropes and dust whirling from the wharves.

Silently leaning on the ship railing, I found myself surrounded by an endless dull void.

Time was ticking away minute by minute and darkness was gathering around me.

Raising my head abruptly, I saw a wooden clog floating on the water not far from my ship.
It had turned a dark brown after being soaked in water and kept moving slowly with the rolling

waves as if it were laboring out of the harbor toward the vast sea.

O my friend in distress! How did you know that I was leaving on the quiet? How did you
know that I was reluctant to part with my friends — friends that had once worn you on their feet?

O now you had leaped into the water to escort me through the long voyage?

For several years previously, on those dull, black long nights, as I lay awake with a gloomy
feeling of emptiness, the only thing that would keep me company had been the raindrops
pattering on the tiled roof and the moonlight outside the paper windows. I would hear on every
sleepless night wooden clogs clattering past the cobbled road before my building, sounding clear
and firm. It was unlike the hateful thudding of Japanese officers' military boots I had once heard
on the Dongdan drill ground in Peking. It was also unlike the clip-clop of leather shoes on the
feet of Japanese officials and VIPs in the lobby of Peking Hotel. It was the clear and firm sound

of wooden clogs worn by the working people of Japan, rain or shine.

Resting my head on my clasped hands, I visualized, in the midst of the clatters, all those in
wooden clogs: sad and haggard elderly men and women wearing short garments under white

overalls; aggrieved workers in overalls and peasants in straw rain capes; young men in college



caps and young women in short skirts, all looking dejected and perplexed ... I had often come
across them here and there in town in the daytime. Now they seemed to merge together clattering

past my building.

“My friends in distress! Where is your hope in this dark long night? Where are you bound
for in your clattering clogs?”That was the thought in my gloomy mind as I lay wide awake,

tossing and turning restlessly.

All that happened over a decade ago, but I always think of the wooden clog floating on
water near the Yokohama wharf. To me, it symbolizes the working people of Japan. It also
reminds me of my several years' sojourn in Japan and arouses a host of complicated feelings in

me.

I have since twice re-visited Japan. I realized on both occasions that the Japanese people are
not only my friends in distress, but also my comrades-in-arms. While my co-travelers brought
back treasured souvenirs of Mount Fuji or cherry blossoms, I came home with a collection of

small, nostalgic toy clogs ...
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Recol lections of My High School Days

© LuYin

Whenever I look back upon my school days, my heart will throb hard and my childhood

will seem to come back to life.

In the autumn of the year when I was thirteen, I got enrolled by examination to a women's
normal school as a first-year student. Being the youngest of the class, I was short and small. As I
entered the classroom wearing my hair in two braids, my classmates all stared at me with
amazement, wondering how a primary school kid of the 4th or 5th grade could have become one
of their clique. Nevertheless, in the midst of their guesses, I took a seat in the first row with

composure.

A middle-aged woman, known as Miss Cao the proctor, walked into the classroom and
mounted the platform with self-important airs. Having been once a woman with bound-feet, she
was splayfooted. We all stood up, bowed and sat down with great deference. The proctor then
gave us each a mimeographed sheet with a horrible list of strict regulations, of which the most
detestable was that all students must be boarders forbidden to go out of the campus except during
weekends with a certificate sealed by parents and that they must return to the campus before 5
o'clock on Sunday afternoons and otherwise they would not be allowed to go home next
weekend. On top of that, we were allowed to wear no other outer garment than the school
uniform, which was so ugly. The summer uniform consisted of a gray cotton shirt and a gray silk
skirt, which would discolor with each washing until they looked as pale as gray rats. The winter
uniform with frog-colored jacket and skirt, was even lousier. They would, after several washings,
turn neither yellow nor green, taking on the color of brown-skinned toads. Meanwhile, we had to
wear our hair after the Japanese style, with a hairpiece shaped like a huge canopy. O my, we
were thus all transformed into rat spirits and frog monsters! Though it was a trivial matter, yet to
a little girl like me with two treasured short braids, it was as good as a ludicrous form of

punishment!

Upon the announcement of the school regulations by Miss Cao the proctor, the innocent



school girls immediately started to behave like Japanese women. In those days, things Japanese,
including the educational system, were at the height of their popularity in China. And most of the
Chinese officials in charge of education then were returned students from Japan. Hence the
slavish copying of even the Japanese style of ornamentation. Imagine how absurd it was to fix a
huge cumbersome canopy-like hairpiece on the head of an under-age little girl! Being the
smallest girl of the class, I was worst hit by it. I would quickly shy away from the full-length
mirror at school with my face buried in my hands, not daring to look at my own top-heavy
bizarre appearance in it. The canopy-like hairpiece and the ugly cotton uniform, like a complete
set of instruments of torture, depressed me and deprived me of my inborn love for being well
groomed. So I started playing a trick every Saturday before I went home for the weekend. After
getting the certificate for leave, I would enter the janitor's room where I put down my knapsack
and took off my canopy-like hairpiece. Then I would be on my way home sporting my short
braids. The next day when I returned to school, I would, before handing in the certificate for
leave, sneak into the women's bathroom without the knowledge of the proctor and furtively put

on the unwieldy hairpiece again.

My high school days would have been my golden age had it not been for the prison-like
school life. Today, I still cannot help shuddering at the thought of the erstwhile coercion-oriented

school education.

While I loathed the moral education conducted by the school, I was also fed-up with its
spoon-fed intellectual education. The teachers then would harp on the same old platitudes
regardless of whether the students could comprehend or not. As a result, I became bored with
studies. While in class, I would try to divert myself by writing lines of doggerel at the expense of
the teachers, or surreptitiously exchanging scribbled notes with my classmates for fun. And at the

sound of the class-dismissing bell, we would all scatter in a rush.

Confronted with the boredom of school life, I often tried to find a way out by reading novels
on the sly. In those days, students were allowed to read no other books, especially novels, than
textbooks. Acts of disobedience would incur a stern reprimand by the proctor plus confiscation
of the novels, or, what was even worse, having a major demerit put on record. But all that proved
of little avail. Sometimes, while the teacher was lecturing, I would, seating myself in the last row
of the classroom, be absorbed in reading a novel hidden under a copy of lecture notes on

Chinese. Sometimes, I would be carried away by something funny in the novel and chuckle



involuntarily. That brought great trouble on me. The teacher glared at me with eyes wide open
like two brass bells and fiercely ordered me to take a front-row seat instead. Thereupon, I quickly
thrust the novel into my drawer and took the new seat, looking crestfallen. But, inwardly, I was
concerned about the denouement of the novel. I just couldn't take my mind off what the ensuing
chapters would be like. So, sitting still and quietly in the classroom, I would have my thoughts

wandering immeasurably far away.

Once, having borrowed from a classmate a collection of Western fiction translated into

Chinese by Lin Shulll, T was all eagerness to finish reading all of it. So I thought up a good idea.
I went to the proctor with knitted eyebrows, pretending that I was suffering from a stomach-ache.
She told me to go and get a sleep at the student dorm, which was ordinarily locked and no one
could enter unless when in illness or before the lightsout bell rang. I felt secretly pleased. And
with the key I got from her, I opened the dorm door and then lay in bed reading avidly Lin's
translations with the mosquito net hung round me. At meal time, the proctor would send me by a
school worker nothing but watery rice gruel and pickles. I felt unutterably miserable and had no
alternative but to eat the simple fare to appease my hunger. Altogether I malingered three or four
times until it was discovered by the proctor. Consequently I got a serious demerit put on my

record on the charge of cheating and disobedience.

That was how I managed to muddle through year after year until I gotthe diploma at the end

of four years, thus concluding my high school life.

[MILin Shu (1852—1924) , also known as Lin Qinnan, a native of Fuzhou,
Fujian Province, was a renowned modern Chinese scholar, writer and translator.
He translated into Chinese about 170 Western works of fiction, many of them

classics.
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NMIBELE—F =4, KTHiE2H: Few places in Taipei are worth seeing. |
used to visit the zoo with its two attractions for me. First, the teahouse
which commanded a pleasant distant view from the window of the surrounding
farmlands with lush green vegetation and meandering streams. Next, the two
camels. HiFEH—8, —A T, BN 'L A: Few places in Taipei are of much
appeal to me except the zoo which | used to frequent for its two attractions,
namely, the teahouse commanding a pleasant distant view from the window over
the surrounding farmlands with fresh green vegetation and meandering streams,

and the two camels,
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The Camel

© Liang Shigiu

Few places in Taipei are of much appeal to me except the zoo which I used to frequent for
its two attractions, namely, the teahouse commanding a pleasant distant view from the window
over the surrounding farmlands with fresh green vegetation and meandering streams, and the two

camels.

Some people like to amuse themselves by watching the playfulness of clever monkeys
which, though slightly manlike, are after all simpleminded animals. That's why people cannot
help feeling a sense of superiority and throwing them handfuls of peanuts. Some people enjoy
seeing lions jumping through a fiery hoop, dogs doing easy sums, or tigers turning a somersault.
But it was with a different state of mind for me to watch the camels playing a tragic role. They
had few onlookers and were separated by a fir log across the entrance instead of a fence. Lying
on the muddy ground, they resembled huge pieces of ginger when looked at from afar. And it
gave me quite a shock to take a closer look. Their hair was falling off in patches, faintly
revealing blood-stains on the skin. They were gasping for breath, with mouth wide open, chin
drooping and watery big eyes seemingly brimming with tears of longing for their beloved ones.
They were so skinny that their ribs showed through distinctly, their necks thin and long, and their
tails like a worn-out broom. Nothing remained of their humps but the dried up skin resting on
their backs like a gunnysack. O how did they get into such a pitiful plight? O where was the

majestic appearance of the“ships of the desert”?

That, however, is not what a camel looks like in my mind's eye. In my childhood, the
jingling of big bronze camel bells in my home town would always send me rushing outdoors to
see a caravan arriving with a load of coal. The camels, sometimes numbering about ten, would
stand roped up in a line, one after another, by the road. At the loud call of the coal trader, whose
face was smeared all over with coal dust, the camels would submissively kneel down, ready to be
unloaded. Foaming at the mouth, they kept chewing the cud. Sometimes, close at their heels was

a calf trying ever so hard to catch up at a quickened pace. These heavily-built, docile pack



animals were just amazing and adorable.

Camels do not adapt to the climate of subtropical zones. Northern African countries are
known for their brave military camel corps in the deserts, but the camels involved are one-
humped dromedaries, not the two-humped Bactrian camels as we are familiar with. The two
camels soon disappeared from the zoo, and the specimen room did not have room enough to
exhibit them. So, from then on, I seldom visited the zoo. I understand“failed acclimatization”is a
face-saving excuse commonly used in officialese to refer to someone's removal from a position.
Now the dismal fadeaway of the two camels must be for some similar reasons. How could the
two big animals born and brought up in the vast northern plains of China long survive
confinement in a small place like the zoo? How could they endure the sweltering heat? Of
course, consequently they pined away with weariness and spent their days moping around until
they died. How sad they must have been over their thinning hair! Who is to blame for having
mischievously brought them to Taipei to undergo untold sufferings? They certainly deserve our

deep sympathies!

In fact, camels find it difficult to subsist not only in this hot region, but also in the northern
plains of China. Nowadays, with the introduction of mechanized transportation, nobody will ever
drive a drove of camels, all strung together, through the open street. Camels used to play a useful
role as“ships of the desert”, but now, I hear, they have been largely replaced by modern means of
transport. As tame animals, they are unable to live all by themselves in a wild state. I wonder if
they can still manage to live and breed once they cease to be at man's service. Sad to say, people
all sneeringly call them one of the most stupid categories of animals because all they can do is
submit and endure passively. They kneel down obediently to be loaded with heavy weights. They
exist on low-grade diets, such as tape grass, thistles and thorns, which most mammals refuse to
eat. They drink saltish filthy water. They trek for three days and nights without drinking any
water, not because they have water stored in their stomachs, but because the fat inside their
bodies produce water through oxidation. The hump is considered a delicacy. I have never eaten
it, but, I think, it must taste no better than a bear's paw. While probably few people now bemoan
the possible extinction of camels, Pekingese, which are good at playing up to man, have become
a pet with all. O if only we could do something to prevent this useful animal from its silent

withdrawal from the world stage!
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1 “H % AN RBEW " % HMany people, however, have been in the
habit of sleeping late ever since they were kids, H¥sleeping latety &%

& (FER) ZRI®R”, A& (ML) ERWB”, REIEIDBRAE.

[2] “—@B A &30 L=5 T 2582 RERBFHEiEHThey won't get
up till the sun is three poles high on holidays, ##They won't get up till
late morning on holidaysBf ¥,

3] “FAE@m” RLBRFAE, Wiz “FEk” R “ITEL” & Hwithout washing
upF&without washing their faces.

[4] “b% R ARFIRAE” EHwill often lack drive, H Pdrivetf “A&7 . “F
7 M, & iEHwill often lack enterprising spirite

5] “E 7 Bp “HEER&E” |, Ti%Hmen of resolvesmen of strong will, men

of determination®,

6] “HFh% Hiwd, Ra@ 7 TH “HTFHNADELANERA—F” L
7T Hi*Hchildren should keep their parents informed of their whereabouts,



PwhereaboutstE “1732” %,

[7] “A2meg7L” % #the ABC of good manners, L FPABCHE “Hrhiein” i, &R

basics, fundamentals% .

[8] “KRKKBNHLSIRS, LG ALBBERTRE” Tix “WKkiita EREk
SR AAeiEz AR 4L ” % Hthey will never get along well with other people some day
as members of society, X Pget along well with2 mi&E, 1 “H----e- Fois AR ALY fE

[9] “KE#E, MARANTH, R—FTIF6IM” #HRIt is a bad habit to
talk loudly to the disturbance of others, X P /idtotf “#f¢” MR, £T5|ALLA
B R, iRkt is a bad habit to talk loudly to disturb others® #¥7,

10] “#A2 JHiE —F7 i#Htalk -+ about “seeking relaxation” , H
relaxation®4F “IK 87 | “@RAER” S, AAKRELRILE “HiE”

M] “HFRARZLZER” &P “RATH AL B KB ” , #%Spend even the

pre—meal odd moment in reading,

12] “B AN A “BARRME” B, Aix “RFETART” &% Hthough

impracticable.

13] “—AFEHARREAIFFHE” £ HA man of strong will should be able to
endure spartan living conditions, X ¥ spartan®Spartan—i3iRk B & A kIR
Sparta, £ “ZEAME 897 R,

[14] “&AM L L ZARSRE” B “KMPAAE B @IEa9RE” |, ¥KiFit is even
more necessary for us to see the tough conditions facing us, X ¥ toughtf “&

X& » ﬁgo



Cultivating Good Habits

© Liang Shigiu

Men are about the same in human nature, but differ in habit. Habit is formed little by little,

and most easily in one's childhood. Once it is formed, it is difficult to break.

For example, the good habit of early rising also starts from one's early life. Many people,
however, have been in the habit of sleeping late ever since they were kids. They won't get up till
late morning on holidays and even oversleep on work days. Children are often late for school

though they make a rush even without washing up. Such children, when they grow up, will often

lack drive and most probably get nowhere. The story of Zu Tilll rising at cockcrow to practise

swordplay should be a good example for all men of resolve to learn from.

We Chinese set great store by propriety because it is the accepted rules of social behavior.
Propriety begins from the family. For example, children should keep their parents informed of
their whereabouts. That is the ABC of good manners on the part of children. Yet some children
just ignore their parents when get up in the morning or come back from school. They often pull a
long face and refuse to converse when they meet their elders. If they continue to be so cocky and
willful without correcting themselves as soon as possible, they will never get along well with
other people some day as members of society. We should be polite not only to our elders, but

also to all people.

It is a bad habit to talk loudly to the disturbance of others. Ask yourself if you ever made a
lot of noise while others were at their studies or at work. We should be considerate of others at
all times and places, caring for public order and interests and abstaining from self-indulgence. In

crowded public places, you should line up and never push through to get ahead of others.

Time is life. Our life is ticking away unnoticed minute by minute and second by second. It
is certainly alarming when we come to think of it. Every day we are unconsciously wasting many
odd moments. We should acquire the habit of utilizing leisure time, and snatch every odd

moment to do whatever is beneficial to our body and mind. That will enable us to achieve good



results little by little. People often talk most improperly about“seeking relaxation”as if they had
more than enough time for them to while away. Life is, in fact, extremely short. How can you
find so much surplus time for you to fool away? Lu Fangweng says in one of his poems,“Spend
even the pre-meal odd moment in reading.”As far as I know, many people did snatch the odd
moment before a meal to do a lot of reading. Our ancients recommended“three on's ”, that is,
doing reading even while you are on a pillow, on a horse or on a nightstool. All that, though

impracticable, serves the purpose of advising people not to waste time.

Ours is a nation known for industry and self-denial. Frugality has always been the teaching
of our ancient sages and wise men. A man of strong will should be able to endure spartan living
conditions. It should not be regarded as a disgrace to live a simple life. Nor should it be regarded
as a glory to live a luxurious life. That should be the correct understanding one needs for self-
cultivation. Marcus Aurelius, emperor of the Roman Empire in its heyday, refused to enjoy all
comforts of life from childhood and always kept away from amusements like the chariot race
then in vogue and other fighting-skill competitions. He remained a life-long staunch Stoic
philosopher and meanwhile distinguished himself by numerous exploits. Ours is a poor country,
so it is even more necessary for us to see the tough conditions facing us and renounce all
luxuries, especially those coming from abroad. We should build up the habit of leading a thrifty
life. We should bear in mind that all material resources are hard to come by and should be

treasured, even including their odds and ends.

The above points have been picked by me at random. Good habits are too numerous to be
dealt with one by one, but none, however, are too small to keep. Habit, once formed, will
become your natural and spontaneous behaviour. A life full of good habits will be a life

conforming with the law of nature.

[1]Zu Ti, a patriotic general of the Jin Dynasty (317—420 A. D.) . He
was good friends with Liu Kun, another general. When they were young, being
petty officials but highly motivated, they often encouraged each other and

both rose at cockcrow to practise swordplay.
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] “w&i% =L Lk” #FHA Little Chat about English Grammar, A Brief Chat
on English Grammar A Few Words about English Grammar'd .

[2] “HE Lk ” Bp “3iEiE%RP” , B HEnglish grammars, H P grammars
1 “i&5%+H” (books describing grammar rulesskigrammar books) fi#, H T4 %19,

8] “TRe EARRXMRL” REHEFT@AEF, Ak “H, HWATLRAZXE” #FHANo,

that was not the case,

[4] “FAEZAFTMHGE” T “FAILFANR” . “FERER” Z&FFAIt
will really be much ado about nothing2lt will really be much fuss over

nothing% .

[5] “4e g8 32L& —4"” 2 HBut the same reason holds good, H ¥ holds good
Hholds trueZ mi&, 1F “HRER” R,

[6] “BAGME R FFARE PR E” T ML LB E AN -1 TEE L3k
#2948 ” ¥ Hhas explicitly ruled out the teaching of grammar in the

classroom as an independent subject,

[7] “TERTRRART AR RHEMER “LBR LR EZTLE” Mt TAME:
Nevertheless, we still have to mind our grammar, X ¥ grammartf L 3Zi@IM5
L7 mindtE “EET E



A Little Chat about English Grammar

© Liang Shigiu

Over 300 years ago, there were no English grammars in England. Was it because at that
time the English language had no grammar or Englishmen spoke without following any
grammatical rules? No, that was not the case. Any language of course has rules to go by. All
people speak a language according to a set of generally accepted rules, for otherwise their speech
would be all topsy-turvy and unintelligible. We ought to know, however, that grammar, rather
than something arbitrarily created, is a system drawn from common linguistic usage. Speech
comes first, then the written language, and then the grammar book. Over 300 years ago, some
scholars in England, realizing the necessity for an English grammar, began to work on it on the
model of Latin grammar, borrowing heavily from its terminology. In Shakespeare's time, nobody
in England studied English grammar. What they studied was Latin grammar. Middle schools
then were known as“grammar schools”, the word“grammar”referring to“Latin grammar”instead
of“English grammar”, a term then non-existent. As English was largely a northern language, the
forced application of Latin grammar to its analysis ended inevitably in inadequacies and frequent

exceptions to rules.

A living language changes all the time. Its word meanings, sentence structures, etc. all keep
changing. Phrases and sentences which we today think ungrammatical were often in common use
2-3 centuries ago. It might take only 3-5 decades rather than 2-3 centuries for a marked
linguistic change to occur. Therefore, it is very difficult to speak“standard English.”Each
historical period has a different standard of its own. It will be much ado about nothing to judge

of modern English by its grammar of 50 or even 100 years ago.

People of our country tend to overstress the importance of grammar when they begin to
study English, thinking that once they have acquired a good knowledge of grammar, they will
have thoroughly mastered the language. The method they pursue is outdated though not a
hundred percent wrong. The new method is by learning directly from the living speech instead of

by starting with the rigid and abstract theory of grammar. When people learn to speak in



childhood, they never study any grammar. And yet they learn to speak in but a year or so. Of
course it is much more difficult with the study of a foreign language. But the same reason holds

good. The proper method is by learning naturally.

The above-mentioned shallow view is common knowledge. Therefore our school syllabus
has explicitly ruled out the teaching of grammar in the classroom as an independent subject. But,
fact is, as far as I know, many schools are still teaching a grammar book and students are still
buried in its study — partly because people are generally inert and reluctant to accept new ideas,
and partly because, having failed to teach or learn successfully, they hastily seek help from

grammar at the last moment, regarding it as a shortcut to mastering English.

Nevertheless, we still have to mind our grammar. Sentence structure is of great importance.
For instance, the English sentence I have a book and its Chinese equivalent Wo you yi ben
shu (& —AF) are practically the same in structure, and hence can be learned without too
much difficulty. On the other hand, the English sentence Where do you live? is different in
structure from its Chinese equivalent Ni zhu zai na 1i? (/R{EFEMFE? ) | and hence needs
repeated drilling till you get used to it. It requires a thorough study to find out where the two
languages differ grammatically so as to facilitate the teaching and learning of English. The
mechanical ~ memorizing of such  grammatical details  as“classification  of

b N1s

adjectives”,“classification of clauses”, etc. will achieve little result despite great effort.
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(rhetorical  question) , AR RAMIBIES, RENTHAFT LI 4L -+ can
never outshine the majestic rising sun, HE ¥ “# " &7 Floutdo, compare with
F &, 12X Rdeoutshine I, HCHR T kT “Mid” , LR ET “theeeee pE7

[2] “& 543 M5 09 A" i*#He who is given to bragging about his past
achievements, HE ¥is given tod & ERE “ & 4F-eeeee S IR JWas”

[B8] “HF 2 EREZHURRGELEPRET” FHmay be lost amidst gay
laughter at a joyous grand banquet graced by gorgeously dressed women,  #to
graceff “fg.-e-- ¥@E” (to make -+ more attractive) M, &% P 4938 5 &
o “REKRY” Tik “REHME KA #Hgorgeously dressed womenHKrichly

attired women,

[4] “ZBHAEAT A 69 2 KAk B ” %2 HHhave no wants, HPwants£ %13, 15 “i8
B “TRY M, T ® A %E Ndemands and desiresT# A%,

[5] “¥HFFHER” T “RNAETHE” X “WFHFLH” 2&FAplaying a

game of womanizingZindulging in womanizingo

[6] “Aadbsrad” Ta: “{ainkta4d” ¥ Kare strangers vyet, H PyettfF “15
2}‘:\\” . “3\57?5” %ﬁ@o

7] “—TFF#ABREZRE” % Hare immediately found to be real comrades,
H¥real LFHFGIERE, RLBEALKLBERA LS.

8] “4&F )G @ NBEAL” T RbipF A%, Ii*Hrepeated hammering from
behind, H+hammering A “4&F7 4= “HAiL” &,

9] “rE|g 548 Ti*Hfeel left out in the cold, feel cold
shouldered, feel they are given a cold reception¥, &% KHAFE,

10] “FRILRZET L9 A7 TTi2401d people should not rest on their

laurels201ld people should not live off their past achievements%.



Random Thoughts (Excerpt)

© Huang Yaomian
Predawn lamplight, bright as it is, can never outshine the majestic rising sun.
Diamond glitters but gives off no heat.

He who is given to bragging about his past achievements must have lost interest in his own

future.
Firewood, while burning, never regrets having itself reduced to ashes.
More thinking beforehand, less after-the-event remorse.
A prejudiced mind keeps the voice of truth from entering the ear.
Modesty will win warm support; boastfulness will be cold shouldered.

A top makes no headway no matter how hard it spins. The honor you have gained by going
through fire and water may be lost amidst gay laughter at a joyous grand banquet graced by
gorgeously dressed women.

Can that which is lost in the midst of the gay laughter be regained by tears of regret?
Few promises and more contributions, rather than more promises and few contributions.

You are simple because you have no wants apart from dedicating your life to the welfare of
the proletariat and the working people. You are complicated because you can defeat your enemy

by seeing through one by one his plots, threats, lures and sex-traps.

Running away will inevitably result in the pursuit and attack of the enemy; it is disgraceful

to be hit in the back by a bullet.

Showing jealousy of other people's abilities is clear proof of your own incompetence.



Ripples on a basin of water mean nothing at all to man, but are like wild waves over a

boundless sea to ants.

Where is time gone? Some fool away their time in playing a game of womanizing; some
trifle away their time in chit-chat amidst cigarette smoke. They don't know that wasting time
means wasting life. Some whom I have known for a long time are strangers yet. Some with
whom I am well acquainted have never become friends with me. Some have been friends of
mine for a long time, but we still don't really know each other.

Some, nevertheless, are immediately found to be real comrades though we meet for the first

time.

Centipedes, snakes and scorpions are venomous, but, when properly used, they cure disease

by combating poison with poison, don't they?
A nail will never be driven into a wall without repeated hammering from behind.

Things immature also have aspects worthy of our praise, because, though puerile, they
embody the future. Members of a symphony orchestra never feel left out in the cold when it is
others' turn to play their musical instruments.

It is because a symphony orchestra is a whole.
A selfless man always thinks of handing out more happiness to others.

Old people should not rest on their laurels, nor should young people enjoy in advance their

future happiness.

You often bother about how much you are getting from the people. Why not figure out how

much you owe them?

I hate to be a calm lake which is limpid and shallow and indulge in admiring myself for
being so clean. I would rather follow the mighty torrent and surge eastward along with mud, sand

and rocks until I reach the sea.

Behold not only the straight and sturdy branches of a pine tree, but, more importantly, its
roots deep in the soil. You cannot make a cow move backward by pulling it by the tail, nor can
you make it move forward by dragging it by the ear.

A cow is to be led by the nose.



XENS X

O A

Ik, HMRA EAAIE ARG, R AL SO, 2 AR B A S
R, SAEGWAL, EORME . RINENE XA, X B AT PUT Al R A i A
BARTE L o

H

B

et

C

HERARB AR, AR R LR, B ANRTTER . KER B
7% (Ann Landers) f2ic#, A/NE ST ZELE REE, SRy s,
RAEA A2 AV, R EDH =T HAERRAE XN LA

LS O T U BAT A, Bl — Bl miJLAE, 2RI EE A AT
A CNTEERED) o Xt B 2 pEIE S, fth BN S SISm0 . DI Ee3d {5 P
MHDEiE, #AGRRATRROER T, A2 TEERA RN T I, 7] DL SR ol K 9E s .

A CNEERED) » BT “HERENER. JLFA a2\ HRERFER LSS %
TRERAE, BRSPS R L 752 ) At P s AR R, ER o AR
W@ E A E, AVFZRBAVERAZNN . DAERPER M F oI55, U I,
LABTiRE), B En] LB E .

—ANETEMLN, ESHRR, B R L RESE T, tinde MR, 23
R T —AMARAPDN AR BN +—MAZJE, B0 T &7, TRIFG T4,
SRR F3 A — X RIASEHAT IR, MR T o TR A 7 —MEIRES, AL
X RIS ME D . e, SORBBCEMAT S — A FNZEFXR, i A SOk 5
T TREES W, WihizE AT,

AL, DB S TALS, Wi Tk gt ORI BlfE, 4508
St /\FE, B1T=A7. LR T, W7 ERFHS, ARELET . 2L
K=, LRB=ZRAMM G, PR kA TE, AR, mS5ES %
B, e AN ANRE TARRZE TR, A ABRE?



CAES2A % TR T I R R B RS, ZWEEE V&R, f8 MR T4k
B AN ISR B, R VAE B BREE, JOS R 2
PSR

REFEX TNE SESNEE, WAMRE, s kEREN — M8 A
AR, AR SCER], T ) ZOR SRR AT A < B, NEAETE
. fEEE, AP ARGE TR, X, >
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Nl “&e&FTR” T “BEAN” #Hpeople of all descriptionszpeople of

AL AL

every description, people of all kinds, people of every sort and kind<F=r,

[2] “#& F 4% %457 K% HKwas once put in charge of answering letters
from readers, #.i%¥was once put in charge of such correspondence, I &%, H
W correspondencetf “ AiBAZH” R,

[3] “Wp4l—0” 45 “4HEFMRBE” #EHselling like hot cakes, #mi&, &F
selling well,

[4] “REEH” ATiFEAsalient examples, i “FlAE B ER” 2 A

striking examples2striking cases.
[5] “#E 48" Ti#Hold maidH&spinster,

[6] “FFH T 4" i%Hbegan to lead a cat—and-dog l|ife, H ¥a cat-and-dog
life2 &, 1 “B&FF97 @, FRRB/RER W, ) LTiFHbegan to live

like cat and dogzibecame on bad terms with each other,

[7] “Hot Tmesi A8 L Kk K527 i%9+-- managed to see him through college
with money she earned by manual work, X ¥ to see someone through:-:Z mi&,
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8] “£EHFFAN T L 5IRIAGEE, WAH” & HAmerican young people
often show a devil-may—care attitude towards problems of love and marriage, X
Pdevil-may-careZ miE, 1F “BAREZOH” | “BERLY R, RE LT iF HAmerican
young people often show an attitude of utter indifference towards problems of

love and marriage.

91 “—NFARGKHE —ANET” B “—AFARZAH—NET” & Hevery man

is supposed to have only one wife,



Amer ican Men and Women

© Shi Zhecun

Various newspapers of late carry letters from readers reflecting social conditions or more
often requesting solutions to knotty problems in life. I am fond of reading them because they

mirror the life and thought of people of all descriptions.

The same is true of foreign newspapers. Some of them have set up special columns with
special columnists in charge of answering questions. An American woman journalist named Ann
Landers was once put in charge of such correspondence for over 800 newspapers respectively.
Known as“Ann Landers' Column”, it became extremely popular with readers. Every day, the first
thing that attracted the attention of readers, totalling at least 30 million, would be this special

column.

Landers' letters, later appearing in several collections, have been selling like hot cakes.
Several years ago, my old friend Qian Gechuan sent me from the US two collections of Landers'
letters that he had selected and translated for the benefit of Chinese learners of English. The
letters were originally written in present-day English with up-to-date idioms and colloquialisms,

many of which have not yet been compiled into dictionaries.

There were in the two collections altogether 200 letters to and from Landers, of which about
80% were sent by American young men and women asking for her advice on problems of
marriage, love, ways of society, etc. The problems confronting them were entirely different from
those of Chinese young people. Many were quite unimaginable to us. Now let me cite two
striking examples for the information and chit-chat of my readers. Meanwhile, they may also

serve to put our youth on the alert.

Here is the story of a 30-year-old American woman. At the age of 20, seeing all her girl
friends already married, she worried about herself some day becoming an old maid and therefore
quickly married a man whom she had known for barely two months. Eleven months later, they

had a baby and began to lead a cat-and-dog life. And when the husband suggested swapping



wives with another man for pleasure, she agreed. And they joined a club where male members
could have sex with each other's wife. Then it happened that she refused to go to bed with a man

chosen by her husband because he was not to her liking. She then wrote to Landers for advice.

An American girl married a poor man and managed to see him through college with money
she earned by manual work. After 18 years of married life, they had three kids. Now the husband
has become better off and she, instead of going out to work, stays home to keep house. Every
time, however, when she goes out to have her hair done at a hairdresser's, the man will be glum
and silent for three days. The reason is, she is jobless and therefore has no right for a hairdo at
his expense. So she wrote to Landers with this question,“What right have I as a jobless wife and

mother?”

Landers wrote back to each of the two women, telling them how to best deal with the
situations. But sometimes, unable to give a direct answer in her reply, she would instead resort to

some witty or humorous remarks, thus generating even more letters from readers.

American young people often show a devil-may-care attitude towards problems of love and
marriage. A reader wrote to tell the following little story. A fifth-grade pupil wrote in a
composition on“monotony”, a subject assigned by the teacher,“In America every man is

supposed to have only one wife. That's what we mean by monotony.”
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Three Fables

© Shi Zhecun

(1)
The Scarecrow and the Hungry Hedgehogs

In a vegetable garden thickly planted with melons, beans and eggplants, stood a tall, upright

marn.

On the first night, the timid hedgehogs popped their heads out of the holes in the ground to
see if there was any food available. They looked around and found they could enjoy a big dinner
with the vegetables growing in the garden. But the trouble was there was a night watchman
standing beside the eggplant patch. And they seemed to hear him bawling out a string of curses

at them. So all they could do was shrink back to their narrow, damp cellar on an empty stomach.

On the second night, the hedgehogs came out stealthily again, their stomachs rumbling with
hunger. They started drooling at the sight of the ripening melons, beans and eggplants. The
tempting vegetables made their stomachs rumble even more loudly. But the watchman was still
there. They pushed and shoved one another, trying furtively to get to the melon awning — a
place nearest to them. Then, at a sudden gust of wind, the watchman stirred waving the fan in his

hand. Shivering with fear, the hedgehogs all scurried back to their cellar.

On the third night, all the hedgehogs looked emaciated. Starvation impelled them to hold a

meeting in the cellar.
Hedgehog A cried out,“Rather die than go hungry.”
Hedgehog B cried out,“Rather die than go hungry.”

Hedgehog C cried out,“Rather die than go hungry.”



A resolution was adopted. They all set out, ready to risk death. In the dim moonlight,
however, the watchman stood waving his fan with feigned impressiveness. So the hedgehogs

cowered and stuck closely to their holes.
“Rather die than go hungry,”a strange voice suddenly began to ring in their little ears.
“Let's go!”

When each hedgehog had eaten his fill of the melons, beans and eggplants, the watchman

seemed all the more helpless.
Down in the cellar, the hedgehogs held a meeting to celebrate their victory.
Hedgehog A exclaimed,“Never fear worthless bigwigs!”
Hedgehog B exclaimed,“Victory to the starvelings!”
Hedgehog C exclaimed,“Starvelings will never die. No, never. They live forever.”

Thereupon, the crowd broke into an ovation.

(2)

The Thermometer

There was a thermometer hanging on the wall. The mercury dropped when it got cold, and

rose when it got warm. It was operating with unerring accuracy.
People called it a good thermometer.

One day, however, it became skeptical of its own lifestyle.“Why should I act by always
keeping pace with weather?”it thought aloud.“I'll rise or drop as I please. I'll take a rest whenever

I want to. It seems I should follow my own inclination.”
So it decided on acting on its own, and no longer paid attention to weather.

It became a maverick on the wall.



Consequently, people called it trash and threw it away to the ground.

(3)
Wind - Fire - Coal - Mountain

There lived a blacksmith at the foot of a mountain. Every day he would stand working

beside his blazing furnace.

One morning, when primary school pupils Zhang and Zhao were walking past the smithy on
their way to school, they saw the blacksmith pumping a bellows to urge the fire in his furnace

and blazing flames shooting up vigorously from under the coals.
A question popped into Zhang's little brain.
“Why is he using the bellows?”he asked.

Zhao asked in reply,“You silly, how could he make the fire burn better without using the

bellows?”

Then they started quarrelling over this question: Which was more capable, wind or fire?

Without wind, fire could not burn nicely. Without fire, wind would be blowing for nothing.
Unable to settle the quarrel, they asked the blacksmith to draw a conclusion.

“Neither wind nor fire would be any good if coals in the furnace didn't burn,”said the
blacksmith.“So coal has greater capability. But we would never have coal had it not been for the
tree trunks and animal skeletons buried deep under mountains for hundreds or thousands of

years. Now think it over and see which has greater capability.”

Having heard out the story, the two kids walked away smilingly and gazed at the yonder

bulky mountain.

“You're more capable,”Zhang addressed the mountain.“Give us more coal from your

deposits so that we can burn it with the help of wind.”

“Let's enjoy seeing still more brilliant sparks flying out of the furnace,”said Zhao.
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writing brush instead of a pen in doing my writing,
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My Private Library (Excerpt)

© Shao Xunmei

You may as well call me a bookworm. I have books everywhere in my home — in the
drawing room and the bedroom, on either side of the staircase, and even in the bathroom on the
third floor. So it's next to impossible for me to point out exactly where my study is. Maybe it's
the room next to my bedroom. In the middle of it stands nothing but a desk piled high with lots
of books so that there is practically no room for me to place my writing paper and the inkstone.
The inkstone is indispensable to me because I always use a writing brush instead of a pen in
doing my writing. I find the pen too slippery and moving a bit too fast, thus leaving little time for
me to do more thinking. I prefer the writing brush because I can always keep pace with it.
Though it sometimes may also move along a bit too fast, yet I can always catch up. There are
only two armchairs in the room plus a bookcase holding my most favorite books, which are not
to be borrowed by anybody. Hanging on the wall is a painting of narcissi done with light touches
of ink imparting an air of moral superiority. Occasionally, while I am reading, I suddenly realize
I'll soon face penury. Then the painting will cheer me up with bright hopes. On several nights, I

just sat in this room staring at it blankly.

The little room is about 5 meters in length and 3 meters in width. I keep all books on
modern poetry there. When the bookcase is full, I put them on the desk. When the desk is full, I
pile them up on the chairs. When the chairs are full, I pile them up on the floor. I never sort them
out. I lay aside casually new acquisitions as well as books I've just finished reading.
Consequently, it often takes me couple of hours to hunt down a book for reference when I am

writing.

Generally speaking, with so many rooms for storing books, one will assign to each an
elegant name, to be inscribed on a horizontal board hung above the door, partly for show and
partly for convenience. I, nevertheless, have never been in a mood for doing the same. I just call
the abovementioned room“Upstairs Study”, the room downstairs“Downstairs Study”and the

bathroom on the third floor“Third-floor Study”.



Since I usually read and write at night, you'll often find me sitting in the“Upstairs
Study”because it is close to my bedroom. When I feel drowsy, I can easily reach my bed only a
few steps away. But you'll find me in the spacious“Downstairs Study”instead when I'm to spend
the whole night writing. There I can cough or strike a match without disturbing my folks in their
sleep. At daybreak, I will heat up milk for myself or walk to an alley on the opposite side of the
street to buy some fried bean curd for breakfast — all done without making a nuisance of myself.
I'm seldom at home in the daytime. But, I'll start reading soon after I come back. Then I'll be
suddenly interrupted by phone calls from editor-friends asking for my contributions. They know
that I, out of compassion for editors, will never decline to dash off an article of two to three

thousand words.

At any rate, I'm inseparable from my library. But none of my three studies makes me feel
comfortable except when I'm completely absorbed in reading or writing. My ideal study should
be roomy enough for holding twenty bookcases and have air-conditioning. And there should be a
large desk there with enough space for books and writing paper to be jumbled up in piles on
either side and for writing brush, inkstone, writing paper and so on to be placed in the middle.
This is of course nothing but my wishful thinking. I have neither money to own such a roomy
study, nor talent for creating masterpieces. Nevertheless, the extravagant hope brings me

consolation all the same. It's sort of encouragement too.

But, anyway I can't work efficiently in the daytime. The“Upstairs Study”is too much lit up
by the sun, so that I get a headache after staying there a bit too long. And a thick window curtain
would only make the room stuffy. The“Downstairs Study”is in fact a drawing room-cum-study. I
have frequent visitors. When they call, I have to break off writing to the discomfort of both
parties. I'm in the bad habit of finishing my article at one go like when I eat a meal. Once
interrupted, I just can't resume eating. Once, while writing an article on modern poetry, I was
interrupted by a friend visiting. As a result, the article remains unfinished even today. Therefore,
a newspaper editor would inevitably end up in trouble if he should entrust me with the job of
writing a serialized novel for his supplement. But, when I write at night, the day seems to break
sooner than I think. And one sleepless night will make me feel tired for three days on end and
often suffer from a headache. When I go to see a doctor, he will just sigh with a frown. As to
the“Third-floor Study”, a bed has now been placed there for my younger male cousin. So I

seldom go there unless when I need a book.



In fact, I shouldn't have complaints about my studies. Small as they are, they are tolerable.
Since I moved to the present lodgings in the autumn of last year, I've produced writings, under

my real name or a pseudonym, totaling about 150,000 words.



R E B

O i

%#%H%Lﬁim R NSFIE TS Jm, WA LA [ RIS H AR5 09[R
—HFIRR R EAE LR — U SRR RS SRR . XA, DEE R ik AR IR 2%
%iﬂﬁf$l L. BARACEFER LA MR, M BSHMSA, Mk
NRETIRAEEE. U i, FIRAA THENERNMTT . FAK —F— JL=0NEE,
CRAMD) B FERAERMBE AL DA AR B EN” CxZgETTRD M=k
Wege, PP T RIUME R kR, RZ&ER T HEIT T XMk AL

=NEEZJUFNR, BAERFE (KA Fi XX ZRITIN, PRk -5 o EEr
HAERMRISE, ERBIALE. SR>, J, xR, R s mrRre b
BEAEFT AN, Bt R ar b, Il bR A R, Tt R iR ITR &, A H
o WEREIA - PINEL CRAWD) , RERADH. A —BIHEE L EE i
ftase T,

N2 DO H BT, Je. HUMES . BBE RS RAVFEEE R R
HEMIEERATHATIO . SRFE W TH, WA amsnrjE B

=R, RN AR T F B, oA, AR E R Y. TR,
P . AR E KM% N n] B BARE, MEHMULH4 b Eik s, gafiEeEdE . sEmk
RIS B B F (R FY) EE B, A XBOvHEE

27, T T B OR B [E DR v o S BT, B ARG RIN
s ARCEE M ISR E o %WIEAEE,E&%ﬁﬁ o BRI, mge. H

e WE, FEik, HAEHRE e PEL]

R ER R BRI HAL, —RZW, BB H KRBT
gi. HERGMIEZY, BEE KT LR K BRI = B T

MAEEAL, FHRAEVFLZ R RAERE LAEE, ERKMER DML



B, REZUCEINEBRCR, U\ ONE R\ BRI BT 1) 2 N B 72D H v SR
(HEFA BRI ARS) Al —BOES 2. WIER yintt, Joxr & BrmIaHEE, %
A o

F (1910—1999) , dTA, FLERA. R, #iFR, 1935F LV FHRT LS
FEA, kEEmITRE, Lk, HFHEF (RAR) L2 3F. iF (sleds) 75—
BABEEAERTS, HRMEZLEE. BDKPLAHFRY T EBIFAFF T HE 5N,

[1] “T 355" BPthe Municipal Council of the International Settlement, “#k
¥, BiIEH09 L3 E” % Hthe Shanghai Municipal Council under British and

Japanese control,

[2] “#52, #R2 ETF” % Hor rather with my masters, X ¥For rather (2
rather) 1 “ ZAA3iL” %,

I3] “TTisnr4Ma R 712” FBF “Hisi A5 FHRXME” , TiFHAbeing hard
pressed to find a replacement, X ¥ to be hard pressed to :-+ (& for ) £ “%:
Y7L CRAE R

4] “A—eaFdrrEEzleFAAmmesLHtT” #HR0nce the British censor
even had half a page killed, ¥ Ato kil l k& “Mr” . “AFPHA” &, £HI
A ERTF A iE, AE5RILFY “BhR” Ritmbd.

[5] “& 2@ T 7 2 HKThere was no reasoning with them!, & FENo use

reasoning with them! 21t was impossible to reason with them!

[6] “Ht, R Lm” T “BAit, LALXHE, ZAMHALAT S 349”7 %4 So,
that's that®So, that's it.



About Hong Kong

© Xiao Qian

Most people, apart from those familiar with modern history, are unaware that as early as the
turn of the century (after the Sino-Russian War) , Britain entered into alliance with Japan. The
special relationship lasted until the outbreak of the Pearl Harbor Incident in 1941. Meanwhile,

however, the British people remained firm in siding with China. It was in the year when the July
7 Incident!) broke out that I first became aware of the said alliance between Britain and Japan.

In those days, there were foreign settlements in Shanghai. And The Dagong Baol had its office

successively located in the foreign-controlled districts of Tianjin, Shanghai and Hong Kong. In

1936, one year before the July 7 Incident, because I had one of Chen Baichen's’¥ plays
published, in which there appeared several times the expression“X foreigner” (the cross X had
been added by the editor) , I was summoned to court by the Shanghai Municipal Council under
British and Japanese control. Finally, thanks to the cross put into the manuscript, I was exempted

from imprisonment.

From 1938 to 1939, when I was in charge of editing the Art and Literature Supplement of
The Dagong Bao, 1 often got into disputes with British censors (or rather with my masters)
over manuscripts. When a British censor put in a red cross at will, all I could do was withdraw
the entire manuscript. Sometimes, being hard pressed to find a replacement for it, I had to leave a
blank on the page to show that something had been suppressed by censorship. Take a look at The
Dagong Bao published in Hong Kong in those days, and you'll find lots of blanks. Once the
British censor even had half a page killed.

Why? Because China and Japan were at war, and Britain and Japan were allies. The Hong
Kong colonial authorities prohibited any protest staged in a region under their jurisdiction
against the atrocities of the Japanese troops in China. Their word was law. There was no

reasoning with them!

In the autumn of 1939, I went to England to teach at the invitation of the College of Oriental



Studies of the University of London. I sailed on a French steamer. When the ship arrived at
Saigon, it was requisitioned and all passengers were to look for hotels for themselves except the
several scores of Chinese who were escorted to concentration camps. Luckily, I was instead put
under house arrest after I asked somebody to pass on my visiting card to the local Chinese consul

general, who happened to be a former schoolmate of mine at Yenching University, Beijing.

After going through a lot of trouble, I finally arrived at the port of Folkestone, England. But,
while going through entry formalities, the entry certificate issued to me by the British officials
turned out to be one for an“enemy national residing abroad.”When I asked the official in charge
for the reason why, the answer he gave was very simple,“China and Japan are at war while

Britain and Japan are allies. So, that's that!”

I remained a scapegoat until 1941 when I became a“great ally”’overnight at the outbreak of
the Pearl Harbor Incident. The alliance between Britain and Japan then vanished into the air with

the flames of war raging over the Pacific.

As to Hong Kong, I of course cherish many beautiful memories. I had my love affair on that
island, I played on the fine sands of its beaches, I many times climbed up its mountains to watch
the night scenes. From 1986 to 1987, in particular, I spent a period of unforgettable days as a
visiting scholar at the Chinese University of Hong Kong, Shatin, New Territories, which had the
most picturesque campus in the world. All that accounted for my redoubled joy over the return of

Hong Kong to our motherland.

[11The July 7 Incident (also known as the Lugougiao Incident) of 1937
was an incident staged at Lugouqiao, Beijing on July 7, 1937, by the Japanese
imperialists, which marked the beginning of an all-out war of aggression

against China by Japan.

[2]The Dagong Bao (formerly known as L'impartial) , a Chinese newspaper
first published on June 17,1902 in Tianjin, later in Beijing on October 1,
1956 and now in Hong Kong known as The Tak Kung Pao.

[3]Chen Baichen (1908—1994) , born in Huaiyin, Jiangsu Province, was a
well known playwright and novelist. In the 1960s, he was vice editor—in—chief

of the magazine People's Literature.
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[5] “55 —#5F%" Ti% #the other world, a better world, a better land%.

[6] “HEAVXE-F R RAAT ™ SR “AMXBBEFTFTH” | “HRMEILMEER
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War,
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Old Black Joe and Other Songs

© Xiao Qian

In May 1985, I went to Wuhan to attend the Huanghelou Writers' Forum. The Hubei
Federation of Literary and Art Circles, acting as host for the event, invited us, writers from all
over the country, to go on a delightful trip to the Three Gorges of the Yangtze River by luxury
liner. Having previously visited the autumn scene of the Three Gorges, I now found it even more
picturesque and enchanting in spring. On the same ship was an American tourist group headed
by Nancy, daughter of famous US general Joseph Warren Stilwell, who served in China during
World War I, fighting side by side with Chinese soldiers against Japan on the Yunnan-Burma
front. When the ship arrived at the foot of Mount Goddess, we were in the midst of a get-together
on deck. The American friends, clapping their hands, persistently called on us for a performance.
So, to be friendly, we, including Zong Pu, Ai Wu, Zou Difan, Lu Yuan and Huang Chang, if I
remember correctly, grouped together to sing in English the American folk song OIld Black Joe.
Our vocal performance, as expected, turned out lousy. We sang in a low and unclear voice, and
evidently out of tune again and again. It was a very sad and plaintive song. The said Black Joe,
being sick and tired of the mortal world, longs to go to a better world on hearing the gentle voice

of his departed folks calling,“Old Black Joe!”Hence the refrain,“I'm coming, I'm coming!”

The song, full of pathos, was completely out of harmony with the joyous atmosphere of the
moment on deck. Nevertheless, we won the warm applause of our American fellow travelers.
Writers by profession, we felt quite self-satisfied after acting a role other than our own. But we
felt pleased with ourselves not because of the warm applause, but because we were surprised to

find ourselves still remembering the words of the song after so many years.

Both the words and tune of the song were written by Stephen C. Foster, famous American
composer of the 19th century. Born in 1826, he died in 1864, two years after the outbreak of the
American Civil War, ending a short life of only 38. Much to my regret, I haven't read any of his
biographies yet. He must have had every sympathy with Black Americans and championed

justice to them. I'm familiar with quite a few songs of his composition describing the sad plight



of Blacks, such as Old Folks at Home (1851) . I was happy to listen to famous Black singer
Paul Robeson sing Old Man River at a concert in London. He then also sang our Song of

Guerillas.

Strangely, Black people often sing of rivers in their songs, as witness“Way down upon the
Swanee River, far, far away”in Old Folks at Home. It is perhaps because they were dying for
water while toiling under White tyranny on the boundless stretch of arid land in the southern

states.

Likewise, heaven often appears in their songs. It is because people in a hopeless situation

often indulge in fantasies to free themselves from innermost sufferings.

Some of Foster's songs are nevertheless very lively. Take Oh! Susanna (1848) for
example. It describes how a care-free cowboy, tilting his broadbrimmed straw hat sideways, is
paying court to a girl he loves. It depicts not only the misery of the enslaved Blacks, but also
their way of life. My Old Kentucky Home, for example, is a song full of local color. See the
following genuine and vivid picture it gives of the life of the Blacks in the southern states:“The
corn top's ripe and the meadow's in the bloom. While the birds make music all the day, the young

folks roll on the little cabin floor.”But the song still ends up with grief:

Weep no more, my lady, oh! Weep no more today!
We will sing one song for the old Kentucky Home,

For the old Kentucky Home, far away.

Of course, not all American songs prevalent in China are about the life of Black people.
One of them, I remember, is about American railway workers, showing the great hardship they

suffered during the 19th-century westward development of the country.

Another foreign song popular in China during the thirties was The Song of the Volga
Boatmen. Like the Sichuan labor chant, it describes the misery of Russian boat-trackers along the
Volga River. They bend their shoulders to the tow-line, chanting in a loud voice,“Yo heave oh!

Yo heave oh!”They inch forward laboriously, pulling the line hand over hand.

The erstwhile popularity of these songs in China was no doubt due to their simple and
readable words. But, I think, that is not the main cause. In fact, it had much to do with the deep

sympathy of the Chinese people for Black Americans and Volga boat-trackers. Meanwhile, it



also reflect our own feeling of resentment against foreign aggressors. In those days, dark

portholes trained on Chinese residents were still lurking on top of the walls surrounding the

Legation Quarter in Beijing!!. And turbaned Indian policemen!?! were patrolling the streets of
Shanghai. That also accounts for why Uncle Tom's Cabin was the first foreign play ever staged

in China.

Songs often owe their popularity to the sympathetic response of the public.

[1]The district in Beijing where legations of big powers were located
between 1861 and 1959.

[2]Referring to turbaned Sikhs hired by the Municipal Council of the then

International Settlement in Shanghai to police the streets.
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Spirit of Edgar Snow
— Marking the 20th Anniversary of
Snow's Death

I owe several happy events in my life to a lucky chance. One of them was when I became a
student of Edgar Snow's in the 1930s. He was then a reporter for two foreign newspapers in
Peiping, owned respectively by Britons and Americans. From 1933 to 1935, he was concurrently
a teacher at the Journalism Department of Yenching University. During the two years when he
was with this University, I happened to be a student there, having been previously transferred
from the English Department of Catholic University in Peiping. Upon my graduation, he
resigned the concurrent job and went to Yan'an where he wrote his masterpiece Red Star Over
China.

In those days, professors at Yenching University were mostly an academic type. Whatever
they taught, they would, first of all, give copious references to the classics and spend very much
time on definitions. More often than not, they did all the talking while the students did nothing
but listen. There was practically no classroom discussion at all. Snow, however, did otherwise.
He gave priority to practice and encouraged discussion. And more importantly, he did teaching
by way of making friends with his students. We found the reception room in his Haidian
residence more appealing than the classroom. He and his wife Helen were very hospitable and

often entertained us with tea or potluck. They would usually keep open house for us. In the

spring of 1935, it was in that reception room that I met Agnes Smedley!! for the first time. At
that time, in order to steer clear of harassment by KMT agents, she had changed her name to
conceal her true identity. So, the evening when I had dinner at Snow's residence, he introduced
her to me as“Mrs. Brown.”As it happened that I was then reading her novel Daughter of Earth, 1
kept talking at table about my impressions of it, not knowing that the very lady sitting next to me
was its author. It was not until Smedley had left Peiping for Shanghai that Snow told me how
apprehensive she had been that evening when I chatted about the novel, suspecting that I already

knew her true identity.



While at Yenching University, I had a problem weighing on my mind: I found the study of
journalism not to my liking and the advertising course particularly boring. Frankly, I had
transferred myself to the journalism department of Yenching for the sole purpose of obtaining
qualifications for a reporter. Now, with my heart in literature, I often cut journalism classes so as
to sit in on English literature classes. Snow helped me solve this problem. He told me that
instead of being contradictory to each other, literature and journalism were mutually
complementary and that in order to write stories of real life, a newsman must be cultured in
literature, including classical literature. On my commencement day, he and Helen gave me a
suitcaseful of world literary classics, ranging from Aristotle to Dickens. Later I learned that when
he was on his deathbed, a copy of Bernard Shaw's work had been found lying by his pillow. I am
greatly indebted to Snow for his teachings that literary taste is a must for a reporter's news

dispatches and feature articles.

In 1936, when Snow found in The Dagong Bao that the KMT had heavily censored my

article Interview with Feng Yu-xiang'%, with Feng's anti-Japanese views completely cut out, he
wanted me immediately to introduce him to Feng for a visit. A few days later, I found in the
newspapers that the Japanese government had protested to the KMT government about the
unfriendly remarks from Military Commission Vice-Chairman Feng Yu-xiang in an interview

with the American reporter Snow.

In 1944, Snow and I met again, this time in Paris shortly after its liberation. He was then
one of the six reporters specially permitted by the Soviet Union to cover the east front. He told
me in a barroom that the days he had spent in China were his most unforgettable experience and
also the most important part of his life. He thought that he was most fortunate in having got
acquainted with Lu Xun and Madame Soong Ching Ling in Shanghai and that it was through

their guidance that he had come to understand China.

In the early 1930s, Snow was the first Westerner to predict that the War of Resistance
Against Japanese Aggression would break out sooner or later and that the final victory would
certainly belong to China. In 1948, he wrote three articles at a stretch for The Saturday Review,
in which he stated with certainty that the post-war China would follow its own course and never

become a Soviet flunkey. His courageous foresight was highly commendable.

He believed that a journalist should bear in mind the just cause of humanity instead of going

after sensational reporting and that he should have independent views, good conscience and



sense of justice instead of parroting other people's opinions and following them blindly.

Part of Snow's ashes now rest in China. I hope his aspirations and spirit will also take root

in this country.

[1]1Agnes Smedley (1892—1950) , an American woman journalist and writer
known for her sympathetic chronicling of the Chinese revolution. During the
1930s, she traveled with the Eighth Route and New Fourth Armies on China's
battlefields.

[2]Feng Yu—xiang (1882—1948) , renowned Chinese general and patriot.
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Recal ling the Construction of the
Yunnan—Burmese Road

© Xiao Qian

Of all the numerous profound lessons we have learned from World War II, the following is
the most distressing. A country may be formally polite to another and show willingness to offer
it a little help in case of a minor mishap befalling the latter. But it may stop at nothing to act
perfidiously when it seeks to extricate itself from its own predicament at the expense of its
friend. In July 1940, at the critical juncture of China's Anti-Japanese War, British Prime Minister
Winston Churchill, endeavoring to hold on to the British colonies in the Far East by fawning on
the Japanese imperialists, ordered a blockade of our lifeline on the Burmese side of the border
with China, Burma then being a British colony. At that time, in addition to the airlift over the
Himalayas, it was through the land transport by the Yunnan-Burmese Road that China imported
munitions, gasoline, medicines and appliances in exchange for such exports as tungsten ore, hog
bristles, mercury and tung oil. The Road daily witnessed a traffic of over 7,000 motor vehicles
during the peak hours and the transport of several million tons of import and export goods.
Britain's brazen act of blockading the Road meant, as it were, grabbing our throat. It was

undoubtedly a serious blow to China.

In the spring of 1939, I wrote several reports for the Hong Kong Dagong Bao after making
an on-the-spot investigation of the Road. In one of them, entitled The Yunnan-Burmese Road —
Paved with Flesh and Blood, 1 gave as follows a brief account of the formidable Road building

project:

A 973-kilometer motorway, with 370 bridges, 1,400,000 cubic meters of stone work, and
approximately 20,000,000 cubic meters of earth work. With neither machines nor adequate
funds, 25 million laborers were engaged in a rush job of road construction. They paved the road
with flesh and blood as well as with earth and stone. Work on the Xiaguan-Wanding section of
the road started in January 1937 and was entirely opened to traffic in May after a section-by-

section trial run in March.



The Road was built on the ancient post road leading to India and Burma, on which caravans

used to travel. More than 3,000 men laid down their lives for building the Road. Of the 3,200

members of the“Nanyang Mechanics Team”organized by Tan Kah-keelll, over 1,000 died on the
job. The horrible disease of pernicious malaria was one of the great perils facing the laborers.
One of my fellow travelers who chatted and laughed merrily one evening and then slept next to

me on the ground of a stable was found stiff and cold the next day.

In September 1939, World War II broke out on my arrival in England. Unexpectedly, the
wartime British government under Churchill, on the instigation of the Japanese aggressors,
outrageously blockaded in July 1940 the Yunnan-Burmese Road, whose construction I had just
seen with my own eyes. Britain's non-governmental Aid-China Committee then launched a
nationwide anti-blockade campaign. As I was a Chinese correspondent just arrived in England
from covering the Yunnan-Burmese Road, I was invited to deliver speeches in various big cities
and villages of the country. In some cities, people even demonstrated in the streets. In London,
the Aid-China Committee organized people to demonstrate in front of Churchill's official
residence on Downing Street, waving flags and shouting slogans decrying the British

government aiding Japanese aggression against China.

In October of the same year, the British government was compelled to lift its blockade of
the Road. In October 1941, China and Britain signed the“Agreement on the Joint Defence of the
Yunnan-Burmese Road.”After the Pearl Harbor Incident of December 7, 1941, Chinese troops
began to fight shoulder to shoulder with the Allied troops on the red earth field surrounding the
Road.

Now the Road is but one of the thousands of highways in China. But back in those days, it

had a close bearing on the destiny of the Chinese nation.

[11Tan Kah—-kee (1874—1961) , a well-known patriotic leader of overseas
Chinese in Singapore dedicated to national salvation, entrepreneurship,

philanthropy, social reform and education.
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|f | Were a Japanese

© Xiao Qian

If T were a Japanese, I would, on this war commemoration day, feel very bad and ashamed,
and keep my head bowed before the people of Asia. Not that Japan was defeated 50 years ago,
but that it today persists in denying the disaster it brought upon millions upon millions of
common people. In the eyes of all Asians, Japan remains absolutely unrepentant. As is known to

all, over 60 years ago, the Japanese Guandong Army occupied by making a pretext the vast
expanse of land in Northeast Chinalll, and over 50 years ago Japan started the War of East Asia

by staging the Lugou Bridge Incident’2l. Wherever the flag of the Rising Sun fluttered, burning,
killing and looting would follow and people would be plunged into the abyss of untold suffering.
And then Japan spread the flames of war to Southeast Asia and even Oceania. The Japanese
Imperial Army left behind great destruction and mass graves everywhere. And yet they now
describe their acts of aggression euphemistically as“making an entry”and insist on calling the

hell of their doing by the good name of“land of happiness”!

Only by comparison can we distinguish between right and wrong. Japan's Nazi buddies
during WWII brought equally frightful calamity to Europe, killing, for instance, at least a total of
several million people in the concentration camps by means of crematories, gas chambers and
vivisection. Nevertheless, after Germany was defeated, the Germans had the courage to accept
the consequences of their own actions. They, from top to bottom, hung their heads to admit their
guilt rather than deny facts. They bowed with hands clasped or went down on their knees. They
owned up to everything they had said or done. Consequently, standing erect and with chin up,
they have won the trust and respect of the world community of nations. France, the first
European country victimized by Nazi invasion, has now been happy for years about Franco-
German friendship. As a Japanese, I would be disgusted with my higher-ups' tricky hems and
haws on the subject of the last war and their flat refusal to acknowledge Japan's crimes. Our
bigwigs continue to burn incense and kowtow before the memorial tablets of the notorious war
criminals — an act tantamount to expressing gratitude to slaughterers for massacring common

people. They are telling lies not only to the Asians and the world at large, but also in school



textbooks to mislead their own younger generations. As a Japanese at the turn of the century I

would be heavy-hearted and unable to raise my head.
But I'm not a Japanese.

I'm an old man of 86 from China having experienced many vicissitudes of life. While the
young folks around me will burn with rage at the mention of Japan's stubborn refusal to own up,
I, being a worldwise old man, will stay calm and collected. Everything, however, has two
aspects. I think Japan's refusal to admit its crimes is due to its failure to be mentally prepared to
drop the butcher's knife. So long as the ghost of Tojo lingers on, none can assure you that
militarism will never revive in a new guise in the next century. The lingering shadow serves to
warn us and our Asian brothers against the fantasy that the world will be at peace in the days to

come and we can sit back and relax.

I wonder if the bell still strikes at Yasukuni Shrine in Tokyo. If it does, it serves as a
warning to the people of China and Asia not to drop guard while the adherents to militarism are
mourning over their late war criminals. Although the world is tranquil for the time being,
vigilance is indispensably necessary before the potential hegemonist is completely disillusioned.

An adventurist that refuses to be reconciled to defeat may stage a comeback at any time.

[1]10n the night of September 18, 1931, the Japanese Guandong Army seized
Shenyang (formerly known as Mukden) of Liaoning Province by making a
pretext, prior to their imminent occupation of the entire Northeast China

(formerly known as Manchuria) .

[2]Also known in the West as Marco Polo Bridge Incident. On July 1,1937,
the Japanese invaders raided the Chinese garrison at the Lugou Bridge to the
southwest of present-day Beijing, and the Chinese army rose in a

counterattack, thus unveiling the War of Resistance Against Japan.
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Peking University Library and |

© Ji Xianlin

I cherish a particular affection for Peking University Library — an affection that has hidden
deep in my heart without my knowledge. Therefore, recently when the curator asked me to write
an article on the library, I readily agreed without any hesitation. Nevertheless, immediately
afterwards, I felt a bit surprised at the rash promise I had made, for, with already too many irons
in the fire, I could hardly have time to spare. What had made me give the promise? Could I have

done that had it not been for my deep-seated affection for the University library?

Every tree has its roots and every river its source. My deep affection for the University

library has an origin of long standing.

In 1946, I returned to China after staying in Europe for about eleven years. When I arrived
in Peiping, it was late autumn, with Chang'an Street strewn with fallen leaves. My first days at
Peking University found myself experiencing an indescribable mixed feeling of both elation and
loneliness, and both joy and gloom. Fortunately, I soon found a place where I could settle down
to a tranquil life and get on with my work, that is, Peking University Library. At that time, I lived
alone at the Red Building and my office, the office of the Oriental Languages Department, was
in the Gray Building. And the University library was situated in-between. Thanks to the
thoughtfulness of the curator, I was allotted a research room in the library, on the left side of its
ground floor. It was a bit noisy out of the window due to a passage alongside the building, which
was the only way leading to the Gray Building. But it was very quiet in the library itself though.
Around me were also research rooms belonging to other professors, but I seldom saw them. So it
was all quiet in the corridor, like in an ancient temple. It was an ideal place for doing studies and
writing indeed. Imagine how overwhelmed with joy I was to have a bright research room
complete with a desk after spending more than a decade rushing about from place to place

sometimes with the vain dream of getting a mere small desk of my own!

To me, however, what really mattered in a research room were not bright windows and

clean desks, which were of course also indispensable, but sufficient books. Now I had my wish



unexpectedly gratified. I was given permission from the curator to equip my research room with
necessary books for easy reference taken direct from the stack rooms. As head of the Department
of Oriental Languages, I was busy with meetings and official duties although the said
Department had a relatively small enrollment. In spite of that, I would withdraw at the first
opportunity to my research room to enjoy the privacy of having a place all to myself, a place
where I am my own master. As soon as I entered the room, I began to live my part as an avid
reader sitting among a roomful of books. The great pleasure I enjoyed at the moment was beyond
description. Upon my return to China, I had to discontinue, for lack of reference materials, the
research I had been doing abroad. I had to adapt to the new circumstances by working only on
themes most familiar to me and having direct bearing on national economy and the people's
livelihood. As Peking University Library boasted the largest collection of books of all university
libraries in the country, I was able to write with materials available to me. Otherwise, with no
access to books I needed, I would have accomplished nothing at all, like a fish stranded in a dry

rut.

As one of the highest institutes of learning in the country, Peking University has a long
history of revolutionary patriotism as well as an academic tradition of seeking truth from facts.
All that is praiseworthy. However, in my opinion, a first-rate university should have facilities,
teaching staff, scholars and administration of the best quality. Peking University certainly meets
the requirement in the five respects. We of this University are, therefore, fully qualified for the
job of carrying forward the splendid cultural heritage of our nation and training people of ability
and virtue for our country's modernization drive, thereby winning honor for our country and
rendering meritorious service to our people. Our library, in particular, is playing an important
role. We are proud and happy that it has been generally acknowledged as the best university

library in the country.

Nevertheless, we teachers, students and all employees should not be satisfied with the
success we have already won. We should study and work hard, and cherish, as we do our eyes,
our university and everything in it, including its library. We should treasure its rich collection
and take good care of each and every copy of the books therein, so that it can long survive intact
and forever remain as something for us to be proud of and happy about. Let us encourage each

other in our common endeavors.
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Libraries Are Indispensable Like Food

© Ji Xianlin

All intellectuals love books. The primary school where I studied didn't have a library. But,
all the way from middle school to university abroad, I never let a day pass without consulting a
library. I believe I would have achieved nothing without the help of libraries. I am not the one
and only one holding such a view. Generally speaking, all men of learning would agree with me

on this point.

I obtained higher education at Tsinghua University, Beijing, where I had four-year dealings
with its prestigious library. Later, I went abroad to study at Gottingen University, Germany, and
stayed in Europe for altogether eleven years. Gottingen is a small town, but Gottingen University
Library boasts a rich collection of books. I specialized in the ancient language of India,
obviously a little-known branch of learning. During the eleven years, I wrote many articles
thanks to the University Library providing me with whatever materials I needed. Seldom did
they fail to supply my wants. Otherwise they would help me out by borrowing from other

sources.

In the late autumn of 1946, when Chang'an Street in Beijing was strewn with fallen leaves, I
returned to China to work at Peking University. Of all university libraries in China, Peking
University Library has the largest collection of books. The curator was thoughtful enough to
assign me a research room in the library building and allow me to equip it with necessary books
for ready reference taken direct from the stack rooms. So I would withdraw at the first
opportunity to my research room to enjoy the privacy of the small place and sit among my
roomful of books reading avidly. How happy I was to have, in time of turmoil, this quiet haven

plus books so that I could settle down and get on with my pursuit of learning!

I've long been connected with Beijing Public Library. At the time when I retuned from
Europe, Mr. Yuan Tongli, then its curator, engaged me to check up its collection of books on

Sanskrit and see if it was incomplete. I fulfilled the job accordingly.



On the founding of the People's Republic of China, Mr. Wang Chongmin became deputy
curator of Beijing Public Library. And, Mr. Zheng Zhenduo, one of my former teachers at
Tsinghua University, was Director of the State Bureau for the Preservation of Cultural and
Historical Relics. He was a man with great drive, so I offered him the following suggestion:“Our
libraries have too few books on orientalism to initiate its study in China. The only way out is to
buy books from Europe. They say the Japanese paid great attention to cultural undertakings after
the Meiji Restoration. They sent people to Europe and America to visit exclusively second-hand
bookstores to buy books on any subjects, useful or not, ranging from liberal arts, science, law to
engineering. Consequently, they collected a huge number of ancient books and records. In the
matter of orientalism, Japan has now a far greater library collection than China.”But, talented and
far-sighted as he was, Mr. Zheng was nevertheless incapable of bringing the matter to fruition
due to the constraint of objective conditions. Of course, Beijing Public Library has merits of its
own too. For instance, it is world-famous for its unique collection of rare books. But, as far as

orientalism is concerned, its collection is even smaller than mine.

Libraries are the treasure-house of knowledge, the important base for popularizing science
and culture and transmitting information. They are indispensable to all common people as well
as scientific researchers. Alongside the social development, people's need for the library is
getting bigger and bigger. I personally have seldom been separated from the library all my life. It
is as essential to me as my regular daily meals. It's good that the 62nd World Conference on
Library Science will be held in China. We should seize the good opportunity to develop with
great strides our library undertakings. The richness of collection in the Beijing Public Library
ranks 5th in the world and 1st in Asia. Considering its good standing as well as the international

prestige of this country, China should have been a venue for the said Conference earlier.

In recent years, due to the impact of commercialism, many have gone in for money-making
and ignore the development and enrichment of their spiritual world. The same is true of the
academic circles, including Peking University, where many have dropped their occupation to go
in for business. But, some, however, rather than succumb to the temptation of high pay in
business, stick to their academic work. They study hard and frequent libraries though they are
getting on in years. They are the hope and backbone of our nation. But, to our great disturbance,

they are in the minority!
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Growing Flowers for the Benefit of
All

© Ji Xianlin

It is perhaps human nature to love things beautiful. The universe abounds in things of
beauty, flowers being the most prominent among them. Many peoples, especially the Germans,

love flowers.

Upwards of 40 years ago, when I was a student studying in Germany, I was often deeply
impressed by the genuine love shown by Germans for flowers. All German families raised
flowers. Unlike people in China who kept pot flowers indoors, Germans had their flowers
planted outside their windows fronting the street. With the opening flowers exposing their front
to the street, residents could only see their back. Once I said to my landlady,“You must be

growing your flowers for all to enjoy!”“Exactly!”’she replied with a sweet smile.

Yes, exactly. Wherever I went in town, I would raise my head only to see all residents'
windows ablaze with flowers. And all windows joined together one after another to form a sea of
flowers. So visitors seemed to find themselves in a land of so many lovely scenes that they were
kept busy feasting their eyes all the time. As was the case with every family in the country,
Germans, while at home, were happy to find their flowers pleasing the public eyes, but when
they were out in the street, they enjoyed the sight of other people's flowers. All for one and one

for all. Their noble qualities, I think, provide much food for thought.

Now, I am in Germany again. The German host welcoming me at the railway station
asked,“It's a long time since you were here last. Do you see any changes?”“Yes, I do,”said [.“But
beauty remains unchanged.”I explained that beauty, as I had mentioned, referred to many things,
including beautiful flowers. Out on the street, I would look up and see the windows of all homes
blocked up with flowers. What a scene of enchanting beauty! What an unusual nation! I seemed
to have returned to the days of more than 40 years before. I had dreamed a dream of flowers, a

nostalgic dream!
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The Shanghai Food Market

© Ji Xianlin

Shanghai has countless eye-catching skyscrapers and innumerable streets and lanes, with
beautiful shop windows and busy market quarters. Nevertheless, many foreign friends of mine
would rather pay a morning visit to the food markets there. That is understandable. Didn't we

ourselves choose to go and see a food market there on our first visit to the city?

It was on an early morning of several years ago, when the sun was just coming up, that I

went at the first light to see a food market near the hotel where I was staying.

The nearer I went, the more prevalent the atmosphere of the food market. The surrounding
streets were thronged with shoppers milling around. The shopping baskets carried by many
elderly women were filled with vegetables, seafood, chickens, ducks, fish and meat. Some fish
were wagging their tails and some hens clucking. The elderly women, with a happy smile spread

across their faces, were on their way home.

Once inside the market, I felt like landing in a new world. The rich assortment of hues and
colors were dazzling. All goods were kept neat and tidy and arranged in perfect order be they at a
vegetable stall, meat stall, seafood stall, fruit stall, etc. And each stall, being specialized, showed
a characteristic of its own. Take for example the vegetable stall with its display of colors: purple
eggplants, white radishes, red tomatoes, greenish cabbages. It also displayed various shapes:
round clumsy wax gourds, long narrow bean pods, flat wide cabbage leaves. Hence, different
colors and lines merged into an organic whole showing diversity in unity. I looked here and there
until my eyes became blurred, taking the vegetable stall for an oil painting or a watercolor with

distinct colors and lines done by a famous painter.

The same was true of other stalls. At fish stalls, live fish were swimming in the water and
big carps weighing more than five kilos each were lying on chopping boards. At poultry stalls,
caged chickens and ducks were making a lot of noise to greet each other. At meat stalls, chunky

pieces of pork, beef and mutton were hung up. There were also special counters selling beef and



mutton to Moslems. At some stalls, chicken and duck eggs of a glistening white were piled high
up like small hills while rows of bacon and salted duck, seemingly dripping with fat, were hung
out on racks. The fruit stalls were even more attractive. Arrayed side by side were juicy honey
peaches, plump watermelons, yellow round muskmelons, fresh tender lotus roots, vying with
each other to be the most beautiful. It seemed as if I saw unfolding before me luxuriant orchards,

fragrant lotus ponds, leafy green melon patches. Wasn't it a painting of matchless beauty?

It was, however, more of a transient illusion than a painting. To tell the truth, no painting
could ever compare with these stalls. Things in a painting were fixed and immovable while
goods at a stall were always on the move. Things on the display shelf would, before we knew it,
soon find their way to the elderly women's shopping baskets. Standing before a stall, the elderly
women would narrow their eyes and pick and choose until they decided on what they wanted to
buy. They never worried about the purse because all food was selling at reasonable prices.
Shopping was done in the hubbub of the market to the satisfaction of all. Everybody got what
they needed, their shopping baskets filled to the brim. While the elderly women were on their

way home, the shopping baskets they carried in their hands also looked like beautiful paintings.

Our foreign friends, putting up at hotels, were provided with everything they needed. But,
when they saw the captivating food market, they clicked their tongue in admiration and were
eager to do a bit of shopping there by themselves. Some of them bought a couple of big
muskmelons, some bought several kilos of tomatoes, some bought some dried bean curds. To the
satisfaction of all, the new acquisitions added to the richness and variety of their already

abundant table.
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2] “—A BT —FA ‘& F” i¥#FHhe wrote down without a break one
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without a break3in one breath%,
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Patience

O Ji Xianlin
In home and social life one probably needs to be a little bit patient now and then.

During the Tang Dynasty, a high official surnamed Zhang was known far and wide for his
harmonious home life. When the emperor gave him praise and asked him how he had been
running the family to achieve harmony, he wrote down without a break one hundred characters
meaning“patience.”Evidently, the message he tried to bring home to the emperor was that family
members must be accommodating to each other for the sake of harmony. That's a famous story.
Consequently, people surnamed Zhang in the old days all felt greatly honored that one of their

ancestors had been known for exercising patience.

However, it is easier said than done to be tolerant towards others. In 1935, I traveled to
Germany via the Soviet Union over the Siberian railway. At the Sino-Soviet border in
Manzhouli, the train stopped for a 4-hourinspection by the Soviet customs. That was all right
because entry inspection was an international practice. But the then Soviet Union subjected me
to a closer-than-usual customs inspection probably on the assumption that I, like all those
traveling from one capitalist country to another, must be a dubious character. I had no objection
to the check-up of my belongings except when a crudely-made tinplate kettle that I had bought at
Harbin became something very fishy to them. The kettle was certainly too flimsy for holding a
hidden bomb, but they barked up the wrong tree and kept clanking it repeatedly here and there.
Driven beyond the limit of my patience, I was about to flare up when an elderly foreigner, who
was my co-passenger, whispered to me,“Patience is a great virtue.”That calmed me down, and I

turned to him with a smile by way of expressing my thanks.

Obviously, patience is a good thing or rather a great virtue. But I think there should be a
demarcation line to be observed. Fighting a duel was a common practice in old Germany. One
who suffered an insult to himself or especially his girlfriend would challenge the offender to a
fight in which they used pistols or swords. The great Russian poet A. S. Pushkin was one of

those shot dead in a duel. At the time when I arrived in Germany together with some other



Chinese students, the practice of dueling was still lingering on there though less prevalent. We
pledged that in case of ourselves being insulted we should weigh the pros and cons and give
precedence to patience in line with the Oriental doctrine of magnanimity, but that in case of a
humiliating insult directed against our dear country, we should wage a life-and-death struggle
against the offender without showing any patience. That is what I mean by drawing a
demarcation line. Fortunately, nothing of the kind happened; otherwise, I might not have

survived to write this article today.

It is disheartening nowadays to see so little patience shown by our compatriots. On a
crowded bus, for instance, when you happen to bump into a co-passenger or step on his feet, an
immediate word of apology from you will serve to prevent a dispute. But many even grudge
saying,“Sorry!”Thereupon a quarrel or a fist-fight will follow until both parties are beaten black
and blue. Oh, what has brought our great nation to such a pass? May PATIENCE come back to
stay!
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On Packaging

© Ji Xianlin

Let me begin with this question. Are human beings getting increasingly intelligent or

stupid?
The following answer seems beyond dispute: They are getting more and more intelligent.

In the course of several thousand years of his cultural history, man has acquired a more and
more thorough and detailed understanding of the universe, the human world, life and society —

in short, everything under heaven. Examples are legion. Our ancestors, out of their fondness for
the moon and curiosity about it, created the legend of beautiful Chang'el!) flying to the moon.

And Su Dongpol2, a great poet of the Song Dynasty, wrote the following lines as a matter of

course:

The Bright Moon, when will she appear?
Wine cup in hand, I ask the azure sky.
I don't know inside the heavenly palace

What time of year it is tonight.

Today, man has managed to land on the moon and even come back bringing with him some of its

clods. Chang'e and her heavenly palace simply don't exist.
Could man have achieved that without becoming more and more intelligent?

Nevertheless, 1 also would like to bring forward some facts to show just the opposite.

Examples are only too numerous. Packaging is the first thing I want to deal with.

People, especially women, sometimes need packaging in their social activities. Women
dress casually at home, but when they go out, especially when they attend parties, they have to
be gorgeously dressed and sprayed all over with French perfume. On the streets, the loud clip-

clop of their high-heeled shoes and the strong aroma of their perfume will attract public attention



far and wide. That's what we mean by packaging and I call it a kind of necessary packaging.

But there is another kind of packaging — the packaging of commodities. Such packaging is
sometimes also necessary and, therefore, should not be mentioned in the same breath. Some time
ago, as a visitor to Hong Kong, I found Chinese-made goods there selling at a much lower price
than in the mainland and I also learned on inquiry that it was due to plain packaging that they
were selling cheap though of equal quality as imported goods. I was quite puzzled about what the

customers actually need. The goods or the package?

That reminds me of a little story. An old lady who lived in the upstairs of my building one
day went to the food market insisting on buying a chicken with yellowish feathers. The chicken

vendor asked,“What do you eat? Chicken or the feathers?”

Nowadays, the packaging of some commodities is fantastically overdone. The boxes, made
of wood, paper or metal, are usually very large and very colorful and dazzling. They take up a lot
of space on the goods shelves and are very cumbersome whether carried by car or by hand. Very
unwieldy whether carried by left hand or right hand, placed vertically or horizontally. And it is
also a big headache to have it opened at home. Search left and right, and you still cannot locate
the commodity in the huge box. You will probably wish for a slip of paper therein bearing the
written note,“10 more kilometers to the commodity!”so as to retain your confidence in the
search. According to my rough statistics, some commodities take up only one tenth, one
twentieth or even one fiftieth of the space in the huge package. Thinking back to the above-
mentioned story of chickens and chicken feathers, I cannot but ask,“The commodity or the
package, which do you need?”After all, the wool still comes from the sheep's back as the saying
goes. It is customers like us that will have to bear all the heavy expenses for packaging. And the

flashy package, when emptied of its contents, will be nothing but a garbage heap.

Here is my answer to the question I raised at the beginning: Man is becoming more and

more stupid. What could you say in retort?

[1]Chang'e — Fairy maiden of the Moon (the lady in Chinese mythology who

swallowed an elixir stolen from her husband and flew to the moon) .

[2]Su Dongpo (1037—1101) , also known as Su Shi, renowned writer and
calligrapher of the Song Dynasty.
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MILFEAAE “HEgz B” T2 My Attachment to a White ButterflysMy
Tender Care for a White Butterfly, #Li%¥A White Butterfly, I &,

[2] “KRFppPEEC” &R “KRRRXAEELEEC” . “KRERBAEC” F, TEAHI
stared at it blankly (Zvacantly) .

Bl “&RETF, IHANLOMERALEX” 3F4] bent down to gingerly pick
it up with my fingers, “12A42%” RAEHto pick it up with my hand,
B “2” WE%R “MFHEL” . XL DO HHE” #FHgingerly, &EFRvery careful lysk

very cautiouslyo,

[4] “H2ra93R” 7T 1% A gauzy wings, ILi%¥ A gossamer—|ike wings, R
gossamerff “H# 47 fE, REBELF2EPF LAIE,

5] “&kny, —ITARERSKBZEZHMHEXT—TFT” AEAEF, AELHLETX,
B “Xut, REKRARREAS” 2 &% #AMeanwhile, | got a bit sentimental,

[6] “ &1 AT A AR ETL, # CAReLEE, ‘%! ANEREARS A
BB eeeees » 7 %7 “Oh, how mentally fragile man is! -=-” | sighed,



A White Butterfly

© Liu Baiyu

Spring was very much in the air. In North China, however, the weather was agreeable but

chilly. There was now a heart-warming spring wind, now a refreshing cold rain.

As I was walking on a meadow, I suddenly saw a snow-white butterfly lying on the tender
green grass. It had been struck down by rain and was now unable to open out its tremulous wet
wings. It was on the point of dying. Soft and slender and white like a snowflake, it looked so

lovely and so pitiable.

Where was it from? And where was it flying to? I stared at it blankly, feeling like a drop of
holy water had suddenly fallen into the depth of my soul and a ray of dazzling light, white and
soft, had lit up my heart.

I bent down to gingerly pick it up with my fingers and placed it in the palm of my hand.

The little creature, stiff with cold, looked shriveled up and, twitching its thin legs slightly,

fell on its side in my palm.

As I breathed on it to warm it up a bit, it came to gradually. It might have been scared stiff
and out of its senses by the violent storm of a moment ago. It was very slim. Its gossamer-like
wings were white, downy and transparent. Its two black feelers were stretched ahead. Its two
eyes were pitch-black. Its legs were thin like thread. What had led the feeble little creature to
venture out on the wing. What unusual courage it had displayed in battling against the

treacherous weather as a seeker!
Its regained consciousness had brought me immeasurable joy.

By now, the wind and rain had both left off. The whole universe was basking in brilliant
sunlight. Everything was bright and beautiful. The leaves had turned from light green to dark

green. The meadow was studded all over with small yellow flowers as tiny as grains of millet.



After placing the butterfly on a sun-bathed leaf, I turned to stroll down the meadow. Then I heard
a very, very distant call and took it for the sound of wind and rain, but soon I realized it had
come from the depth of my heart — a call demanding to know why I had recklessly cast away
the poor little creature. Thereupon, I turned back and came to an ancient big tree swaying gently
in the breeze. To my great surprise, the butterfly was wriggling slightly on the leaf. I watched
silently, refraining from alarming it. The sun was shining on the leaf with its reddish light,
quivering and burning. It had brought fire, heat, light and life. It had dried up the raindrops and
swept away dust. And the tree leaf looked like a piece of green glass, transparent and crystal-

clear.

O my beautiful white butterfly! O my courageous white butterfly! After trying several
times, it finally managed to rise abruptly to its feet and spread its wings to fly. It circled agilely
around me for quite a long time and then flew high into the cloudless skies like a tiny snowflake

until it was out of sight.

Meanwhile, I got a bit sentimental. I had taken pity on the white butterfly when it was in
adversity. But now, as it was soaring freely way up into the sky, I experienced a feeling of loss
and sadness.“Oh, how mentally fragile man is! ...”I sighed. I stood watching numbly for a long

time, and then turned to stroll away on the meadow.
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[M] “AFe9 B AAmE, KAALTEZILN” Ti2HThis year | was in Beijing
from late spring to early summer, #HThis year | spent late spring and early
summer in Beijing, 2| was in Beijing during the late spring and early summer

of this year,

[2] “W+ 55k mm— AT LEE” B “WO+ 5 F kbod ik zIRay 2
B R U LZFREBRHGIEE” | Wit AHtransient (fleeting) events of the

past 40 years or so.
[3] “MHIF538%E” T2 K introvertKunsociable.

[4] “X A AEZXILAFR” EBP “ARNE AEXILEFMR” |, #&iF HFancy meeting
you here again!, X PFancytf “ 2" f#,

[5] “B&REX2L2A—KIEFL, SEH ‘R CAR ®9H FLLNRIE” RERF AF,
T CRFE, THEAAR” Z&FF HBeing an old man already with one foot in the
grave, H¥with one foot in the gravezto have one foot in the grave® 3] i,

1 “BRATRZ” f#,

[6] “MFHELEFEMHL2EHEZ KB 772K felt | no longer had
anything to hold back at all, H¥+to hold back2Z &, 1F “TafE” . a4 %



#1 felt | no longer had anything to keep secret at all,

[7]1 “@m B, BRXBFEFRALFTHRIC, Sib—NMARBEELRAEZRRTFE” & H
Besides, it might be a good idea to let in one more friend on my sweet and
pure memories, FP42iEFEto let in -+ on - AF “ULEEARAEFNEFEAT E,

8] “HKAEFIT—RNFH/RTH#H KL, RF#HALETIT” #Hs0o, pushing it open, |
slipped in sideways and pulled it to behind me, X ¥slipped in sidewaystE “1nl
GB%” R, X, pulled it toP@9toZ 3145, £ “x L &,

9] “&K—Fs, wAhHESERT” $HAs | declined the offer repeatedly, she
became a little put out, X Pto be put out® &, ¥ “A X7 #,

10] “iX HHR 2 K P ZMKE” EH 1" ve only done my bit, L Pto do one's bitA
JiE, AFCRAR” & “BAT LM —4 T/ B, o TiEH1've only done

what | can to help,



Under a Lilac Bush

© Huang Qiuyun

This year I was in Beijing from late spring to early summer. Except on windy or rainy days,
I would daily walk to Zhongshan Park after supper to idle away the evening hours amidst the
purple lilacs. Sitting quietly by myself on a park bench, with the sweet fragrance of lilacs
permeating the air around me, I was absorbed in reviewing the transient events of the past 40
years or so. To a lonely and introvert old man like me, the moment of contemplation seemed a

rare treat indeed.

Suddenly, a familiar and amiable face appeared before me. He was about my age, and a
senior editor with a well-known publishing house.“Hey, Lao Wang,”he addressed me.“Fancy

meeting you here again! You seem to have a special liking for purple lilacs.”
“Well, maybe. Their quiet elegance plus a slight touch of melancholy suits my disposition.”

“That perhaps isn't the only reason!”he added, giving a sly wink.“Something unusual in
your past life may have to do with lilacs. For example, when you were young, didn't you meet a

girl as melancholy as a purple lilac?”

Being an old man already with one foot in the grave, I felt I no longer had anything to hold
back at all. Besides, it might be a good idea to let in one more friend on my sweet and pure
memories. So, as we sat side by side on the park bench, I started talking after a moment of

silence. The old man listened attentively.

“It was 44 years ago. As people of about my age may still remember, on March 31, 1936,
university and high school students in Peiping held a memorial meeting to mourn their comrade-
in-arms Guo Qing, who had died of torture in prison. They then staged a protest march holding
aloft the coffined martyr. I too joined about 700 fellow students in the march. On our way from
Bei-chi-zi to Nan-chi-zi, we ran into thousands of reactionary soldiers and cops. They fell on us

brandishing truncheons, leather-thonged whips and swords. We fought barehanded, trying to



ward off attacks with only a few bamboo poles. We were scattered after a violent struggle and
more than 50 students were arrested on the spot. In the hot chase that followed, there were two or
three cops for each fleeing student. As I ran like crazy with two cops chasing after me, my head
was hit by a cop's baton in the back, causing blood to ooze from my cap and drip all over my
sky-blue gown. Fortunately, as a university athlete, I was able to outrun the pursuers and leave
them behind in a twinkling by more than 100 meters. After passing through a number of
zigzagging lanes, I came to the southern end of Bei-chi-zi where I found a house with its gate left
ajar, so, pushing it open, I slipped in sideways and pulled it to behind me. I was then smeared all
over with dirt and bloodstains and my face looked ghastly with lots of smudges. The courtyard
was clean and quiet without a single soul. It was quite a while before the door curtain was lifted
and a gentle girl came out. She was of small stature and had big eyes. She looked my junior by
one or two years and was most probably a senior middle school student. She was taken aback by
my wretched condition and asked me calmly, ‘“What's the matter? Why, is there anything

wrong?’

“‘I'm a student. I was with a student demonstration just now, and got beaten up by cops.

They're hunting about for me. May I hide myself here? If you don't agree, I go out right away.’

“‘No, you can't. That would mean throwing yourself into a trap. Now, let me dress your
wound first.” Then she led me into the room. She took out sterilized cotton and ointment, and
quickly bandaged my wound with her nimble fingers. Then she cleaned my face with alcohol and

said with concern, ‘Does it hurt? Are you all right?’
“I rose and tidied up my clothes, and said, ‘It doesn't hurt any more. I should be going now.’

“She stopped me, saying, ‘No, you can't. The police will recognize you. You have to change
clothes and put on a felt hat’! She then took out from the wardrobe a blue long gown and an old
felt hat and said, ‘They belong to my eldest brother and will fit you nicely because he's about the

same height as you.’

“As I declined the offer repeatedly, she became a little put out and said, ‘Oh, what a
bookworm you are! The important thing at this critical moment is to flee for your life, not to

stand on ceremony like that.’

“On stepping out of the house, I turned my head to take a look at the house number. Now,

under cover of the blue long gown and the felt hat, nobody could recognize me as the injured



‘criminal’ at large. After turning a corner, I arrived at Tsinghua University Alumni Association
on Qihelou Street where a school bus took me straight back to the University campus. So I was

at last safe and sound.

“Then, after I recovered from my wound, I pondered over returning the blue long gown and
the felt hat to the young girl. Should I call on her again? What if it was somebody else than
herself that answered the door? So I decided to write her a letter telling her to meet me next
Saturday evening under a lilac bush next to Jin-yu-zhai Teahouse in Zhongshan Park so that she
could take back the things that I had borrowed from her. I addressed her as ‘Dear Lady’ in the
letter without adding my signature because we had failed to ask each other's name on the

previous day owing to the hurry of the moment.

“We at last met under the lilac bush. She came up to me with ease and greeted me with a

slight nod.

“I was then a very bashful young chap. I thought it improper to conduct self-introduction
between myself and a young girl that was a stranger to me. I said in an agitated tone, ‘Thank you
very much for your help. I would have been arrested right outside your gate had it not been for

the long gown and hat. I discovered two dark-uniformed bastards keeping watch at your gate.’
“‘Don't mention it! I've only done my bit. You really need not return the junk to me.’
“‘But they belong to your eldest brother.’

“‘Never mind. He seldom wears them. Besides, he, like you, is a patriot, but not as

courageous as you.’

“She then handed me a paper-wrapped parcel and said half jokingly,‘Take this — your
cotton gown and cap. I've washed off all the bloodstains. What a pity I've destroyed the evidence

of a hero's blood’!

“‘In fact you don't have to return them to me. Isn't it a good idea for you to have my

bloodstained garment as a keepsake?’

“She went on with a naive smile, “Where could I keep them? What could I say in case my
folks should ask? Now, this is something between you and me! My dad is an honest guy. He

teaches at a middle school. He's timid and overcautious. Suppose he should know of it ...’



“She gave me a silent stare like she wanted to bear in mind my facial features. Then she
said, ‘If that's all, I must say goodbye now.” We parted by touching each other's fingertips
casually instead of with a handshake. When she was a few steps away, she abruptly turned round
to give me a look like she was reluctant to leave me. Soon her slender and graceful figure was
lost in the deepening dusk and among the flourishing lilacs. I suddenly felt like rushing ahead to
have a few more words with her, at least to find out her name. But I restrained myself painfully

because I didn't want to get her involved. I was still in danger of being arrested at any moment.

“That's all there's to it. Strictly, it wasn't love, nor was it ordinary friendship. There was a bit
more to it. It was revolutionary friendship, or a bond of comradeship forged by common
suffering and unswerving faith. In short, it was something of the greatest value in the world.
Now, after more than 40 years, the sight of sweet-smelling lilacs still always reminds me of the
said event and person. And I will feel as if I saw her figure disappearing among the lilac bushes

and hear the light footsteps she made at the moment when she was leaving me.”

After hearing out my story, the old gentleman said with strong feeling,“Our life, like a river,
sometimes joins another river only to separate again, thus leaving certain emotional ripples
lingering in our mind ... faint and unforgettable! Oh, no wonder you've a special liking for
purplish lilacs. But you're really an eccentric old man. You still keep under your graying hair an

emotion as intense as that of a 20-year-old young chap. Such a man as you can never be happy.”
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AIARF M &S (1918—2001) , *, GBERA, £THAKMK, 1923FH LA
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M1 “FEAMGH” EB “FEITAGGS (o) 7, A&EF @ AE Hawaited
people's arrangements, #i%awaited their master's bidding&waited to do the

bidding of their masters

[2] “&KFwFAHLRAERG AELE BEHEIHFIUNAKEF” #FHas | often saw
in ads splashed in large black Chinese characters over the white wall of the
coal storehouse close to the city wall, H¥ie “MIRBIER” % Hthe coal
storehouse close to the city wall, X% the coal storehouse on Shun Cheng
Street; Xads ()™ &) RIFELPFaHME, RLBEBLEBEMALE: X “FEEF” KiFH
written on, Xifsplashed over (IR E ) , ZAHEAEZ; L “KEF” & Hlarge

black Chinese characters, tblarge black words#i#.

[3] “FH e E40Ba94-F” +Hlost in watching the way they were
chewing the fodder, HE ¥ lost intF “HFxF” ##, a7 i%Habsorbed in

watching how they were chewing the fodder,

[4] “ac ey FHFashiek” T “LId 8 THEALTEH” F5and involuntarily
started grinding my teeth, too.

[5] “1Bsk ikt £ F 30 % ” % #H0ccasionally it will take a few quickened
steps to dodge a car ®&Occasionally it will move a bit more quickly to make way

for a car,

[6] “It R F KFX” #Hthe sheepskin overcoats they had been wearing
inside out, HP “KF X7 I8 “F R AR” , #i%sheepskin overcoat: Xinside out
% “BmIT E, I AE,

[7] “ERF, &AM EFREO L, #Malwaysioshid it X£A: You're

always asking questions --,



[8] “ikxkirtyEFid £, R EFKETR” FHso that the childhood of my
heart will last forever when the childhood of my life is gone, ¥ “SEire9%
F7 5“0 REF” REHEFOSAAFE Ay actual childhood5my  mental
childhood,

91 “ & BEE) ” #450ld Stories from the South End, H PEndtf “#b
R” g, % BRAERBTFTOHOLBEHEK,



Winter Sun? Childhood? Caravan

© Lin Haiyin
The caravan of camels arrived and stopped in front of our home.

Standing in a long string, they silently awaited their master's bidding. It was dry and cold.
The camel driver took off his felt cap, his sweaty bald pate giving off puffs of whitish steam to
blend into the dry and cold air.

Father was haggling over prices with him. The camels had each two sacks of coal on their
two-humped backs. I was curious about the sacks of“top-grade coal dust from Southern
Mountain”or“black gold and inky jade”, as I often saw in ads splashed in large black Chinese

characters over the white wall of the coal storehouse near the city wall. But the camel driver said

he had trekked with the camels all the way from Mentougoull, step by step.

The camels knelt down by bending their front legs and sticking up their bottoms while

another camel driver was giving out fodder to them.

After father had finished bargaining, the camel drivers began unloading the coal while the
camels were eating. I stood in front of the camels, lost in watching the way they were chewing
the fodder as well as their ugly faces, long teeth and composure. They were busy grinding their
upper and lower teeth together with steam let out of their nostrils and foam forming all over their

beards. I looked blankly and involuntarily started grinding my teeth, too.

As my teacher told me, I should learn from the camel — an animal so calm and steady and
so patient. It moves slowly, but never fails to reach the destination of its journey; it chews its
food slowly, but never fails to get its fill. Maybe it is slow by nature. Occasionally it will take a

few quickened steps to dodge a car, but in a very awkward manner though.

When a caravan was approaching, people would hear the ding-dong of a bell tied under the

long neck of the leading animal.



“What's the use of the bell?”’T asked out of childish curiosity.

Father explained that since camels were in danger of being attacked by wolves, a bell was

hung on them to clang a warning to the latter that the former were under human protection.

However, as a naive little child, I had a lot of ideas of my own, all different from those of

grown-ups. I said,

“No, dad! Camels walk noiselessly with the soft soles of their feet on soft sand. Didn't you
tell me that they can keep walking three days and three nights without drinking a single drop of
water, and all they do is chew their cud quietly? Camel drivers must be bored with the dull job.

So they hang bells on their animals to make the journey more cheerful.”
Father pondered for a moment and said smilingly,
“Your explanation sounds more picturesque.”

As winter was drawing to an end and spring coming nearer, the sun became so warm that
people felt like taking off their cotton-padded jackets. The camels, too, started to cast off their
old hairy robes! Their hair was coming off in tufts and left dangling scruffily from under their
bellies. How I wanted to shear it off! The camel drivers, too, took off the sheepskin over coats
they had been wearing inside out and had them draped over the camels' backs. Now that the
sacks had been emptied and the“black gold and inky jade”sold out, the caravan resumed its

journey with brisk steps, the clanking bell sounding even more crisp and pleasing.
Summer came, but the camels were nowhere to be found. I again asked mother,
“Where are they gone in summer?”
“Who?”
“The camels.”
Mother was at a loss for words, then said,
“You're always asking questions ..., my child!”

Summer went, autumn went, and winter came again with the caravan. But my childhood



was gone never to return. And never again would I commit the folly of mimicking the way a

camel would chew under the winter sun.

I always cherish memories of the scenery and persons I saw in my childhood when I lived
in the South End of Peking.

“Why not write about them so that the childhood of my heart will last forever when the

childhood of my life is gone?”said I to myself.
Hence my book Old Stories from the South End.

As I wrote contemplatively and slowly, I visualized the caravan approaching in the winter

sun and heard the pleasant ding-dong of the camel bell. My childhood days returned to my mind.

[1]A coal-mining area to the west of erstwhile Beijing.
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[11 “PeX, DaBEZHBHT AR, BTN AN, EFF—KH FA4
Yesterday, the small park was bathed in sunshine and lots of kids and elderly
folks there enjoyed themselves very much, X ¥was bathed in sunshine® Flwas
covered with sunshine. X, & &7Ti% %Yesterday, lots of kids and elderly

folks enjoyed themselves very much in the sun—drenched small park.

[2] “ ‘o MmAM4F RFELE” FH “The  setting sun  shines  with
unrivalled splendor” is a celebrated line from an ancient Chinese poem, H ¥
& “F&” #Hfrom an ancient Chinese poem, A fMEEMN, AL LR —a FEH
+ ¥,

[3] “KMat=hEZAMNEE, 26T T “KMH5ANMNGEEL LML, &2
A AR AET” #HThe sun has much to do with our health and determines our

|ife or death, survival or extinction,

[4] “KMaRH—" &g K BEE .. The sun is the sole ball of fire in the
sky#&The sun is the only fiery celestial body.

5] “Me—42 424 E A | B K7 #HAnything that is the only one of its kind
is often held up as great, H¥ie “H—" ¥ Hthe only one of its kind, &K A
¥ 98k to hold upRAkiE, 1 “#d” . “HX” F#E,

[6] “Ap &k AR T “ARE AKX AZT” ¥4 its enchanting pale light.

[7] “RMm&fTRZE, KEZHFERLE, ©—HFF Fe ” % #The sun goes on
doing whatever it pleases, always shining on all alike -, HE¥alike&R

equal ly,



The Sun

© Wu Guanzhong

Yesterday, the small park was bathed in sunshine and lots of kids and elderly folks there
enjoyed themselves very much. Today, the sun has disappeared. It is a cold and gloomy winter
day and looks like snow. The park is deserted except for a solitary walker wrapped in an
overcoat with his head bent low. The disappearance of the sun does not affect his solitary walk at

all. It seems that there is no sun in his heart.

We are all closely related to the sun. We get up at sunrise and fall into a heavy slumber after
sunset until the sun reappears the next day. We all love the sun and long for sunrise. The
Impressive Sunrise is a world-famous painting.“The setting sun shines with unrivalled
splendor”is a celebrated line from an ancient Chinese poem. The sun endows Mother Nature
with color and creates shadows for men. Without shadows, we would be unable to see light. It is
by means of shadows that we find the world to be three-dimensional. It is unhealthy to confine
ourselves to shadows, nor is it healthy to have no shadows in life. The sun has much to do with

our health and determines our life or death, survival or extinction.

People look at the sun and admire its glow, light and brilliance. Men invented the lantern in
imitation of the sun and continue to love the lantern when they have the electric lamp because the
sun will always have the worship of all. It also appears most often in drawings done by children.
We see one and only one sun from the earth. The sun is the sole ball of fire in the sky. Anything
that is the only one of its kind is often held up as great. Louis XIV styled himself Solar King. But

he nevertheless died, leaving his potential successors to contend for the Solar-King throne.

The sun is the source of heat and the symbol of warmth. Sorrowful people often complain
that they have no sun in their hearts. People dread the sun in sweltering summer days. The sun
does not always give us blessings. It may be a hypocrite, causing seedlings to wither and
plunging people into the depth of misery. While people dread the sun, they admire the moon on
summer evenings though, in fact, its enchanting pale light is a reflection from the sun. The sun

goes on doing whatever it pleases, always shining on all alike, be they wild grass, fresh flowers,



worms, bats, skyscrapers, deserts, wild country ...

All in all, people can't go without the all-powerful sun.
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KL (¢ u»% L3 RERILRZRGT (1919—2010) #94E4F, & B 1955651
Mg (FRPRE) (F B H RN 8 A7)

M1 “ATiEE” &EBp “Ar#dbFE” , 1% Hon the northern side of the Qianhai
LakeZon the north of the Qianhai Lake.

[2] “4d5 T EAE—A” Ti%FHWhat would become of it for |ife?ZHow was
it to drag out this existence?, H¥it¥gdg “ZI)L” ,

[3] “#EF3t B Tayteee, ARSI ENHKLTHSHE” Tk st T4EL, K
BT AT R EF—A” FHA work of art is to the creator what a baby is to its

parents.

[4] “AEAT—ANREE A AT KAk, HEG T HLZRKIIE” FAA art
explorers are liable to take roundabout courses or l|ead themselves astray,
thus ending up in fiascoes., “HKEH” pig “TRKKELE”, HiFAHart

explorers,

[56] “ABFRAEGL S T “RIPI A EZAE” iF Hproblematic paintingso.



Scrapping My Paintings

© Wu Guanzhong

Twenty years ago, when I was living on the northern side of the Qianhai Lake, Beijing, one
of my neighbors gave birth to a blind baby. That made me sad. What would become of it for life?
Personally, I would have refused to come into this world disabled. Nevertheless, all parents love
their own babies and will do whatever they can to rear them even though they are born disabled.
A work of art is to the creator what a baby is to its parents. When I was a schoolboy, I used to
tear up a lot of the exercises I did. That was a common practice, and I never regretted it. Now I
am doing the same with my paintings. I will often use a palette knife to cut into a canvas so as to
let off my pent-up anger or anguish. Sometimes, it will bring me ease of mind to scrap my own
substandard works. Sometimes, I will feel extremely dejected when a painting I have done under
hard conditions in remote mountains and dense forests turns out to be inferior. But I will
nevertheless carry it home on my shoulder after wrapping it up carefully in a tarpaulin. It's my

sick baby, my blind baby. I shouldn't abandon it.

I produced a great many paintings during the scores of difficult years. Some of them were
my favorites, some were defective, some, though unsatisfactory, were fruits of my painstaking
labor... All art explorers are liable to take roundabout courses or lead themselves astray, thus
ending up in fiascoes. Defective works should be exposed rather than covered up. But things on
earth have changed and men are so much under the sway of money that they have become
conscienceless and unfeeling. Paintings, nowadays, have market prices. Many of my paintings
given as presents to friends, schoolmates, students and newspapers and periodicals have found
their way to the market or auction house. In the 1950s, after I finished a set of Jinggang
Mountain landscape paintings, I donated a replica of it to the Jinggang Mountain Administrative
Office at its request for permanent museum display. Later, when I looked over the original set of
the paintings, which represented the immature stage of my attempts at nationalizing oil painting,
I felt dissatisfied and had it all destroyed by fire. Unexpectedly, however, the replicated paintings
recently showed up one after another in an auction house. Making a gift of painting or

calligraphy to friends has been a traditional virtue of ours related to interpersonal relationship,



which values affection above material gains.

It is natural and beyond reproach for works of art to end up becoming commodities. The
problem is that inferior paintings of low artistic value, often, under cover of high reputation,
openly beguile avid art collectors and people rush for speculative buying and reselling of them,
cheating each other. I made up my mind long ago to scrap all of my unsatisfactory paintings so
as to prevent the circulation of low-grade products. So I began to butcher my own babies. I
would hang up on the wall my problematic paintings batch by batch and time and time again for
rigorous screening. Substandard paintings were eliminated and demolished. Poor paintings on
paper, be they ink-and-wash, watercolor or gouache, were torn to pieces. Poor oil paintings on
canvas had to be cut to shreds with a pair of scissors. Poor paintings on three-ply boards were a
hard nut to crack, and had to be blotted out with oils. My daughters-in-law and grandchildren
would lend me a helping hand. But they sighed regretfully while joining me in unrolling and
tearing up gigantic painting scrolls of over six feet in length. I too could not help feeling soft-
hearted and silently endured anguish in my heart. As my studio was piled high with the scrapped
paintings, my daughters-in-law, together with our housemaid, would take the scrapheap
downstairs to make a bonfire of it in the yard. I looked out of my studio window and saw paper
ashes flying up from the raging flames. And I also saw children and neighbors crowd around
watching and chatting. I didn't know what they were chatting about. Left in the studio were some
threeply boards covered with multicolored oil paints. I had all of them temporarily stored in the
balcony without knowing what I could ever do with them in the future. I remember that back in

the famine year I even used my unsatisfactory oil paintings for building chicken coops.

I'll, before the end of my life journey, continue to do a lot of creating as well as destroying,

but, hopefully, more creating than destroying!
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B8] “RER T ESE, BEERELER” FHAs it was a long way from the
terminal station to Huo's tomb-::, 4= A #When the night train arrived at its

terminal, Huo's tomb was still a long way off -+ X @R,

[4] “#Koeeee AEA[AER” 341 had to hurry on with my journey, H¥to hurry
on with---Z &, 1F “®ilc (MEE) 7 #,

6] “MiL XA ITA” *FHNot a pedestrian in sight, H P 4. 7T Fhifwas. LG
A% HNot a soul in sight, ZBF “WARFEMAY

[6] “ K38 RASFHA 1G] eee oo ” #i% 41 lost no time in presenting myself

before:-+2| hurriedly came up to-:o

[7] “eMAKRZREEG, F—HAAREY LW Z A7 FHThe immortal art
treasures will be my permanent spiritual prop, X Fart treasuresZ3giRE, HAk

R F L) H &,

[8] “fHy 6973 P AT A B RBER L ” ¥ ATraceable among the rough marks of
hatchet and chisel were delicate lines zigzagging, X Fdelicate® %P &9 Mm
#), E “Hmey” R, RVATRIA “CHET A m” N E,

[9] “HKAFLGAKT FQHAVEA 69— @E! 7 T “KRLFLEQ AR H
Fa2ivh” % Hmaybe affected by Ah Q's philosophy of “spiritual victory” , H
P affected® 7 influenced, X, philosophytf “A &5 | “W &7 £/,

10] “&KREFHmE” #H1 just felt like crying with abandon, H Fwith
abandonff “z4E” . “UHE” B, £ ZFF | just felt like having a good cry.

M] “REENBERIAEERALER? 20945 R “HiLEEGERKETRKER
R” 7% Hand because of my fears about the descendants of the eagle turning
out to be sparrowszand because | am worried that the eagle might have

sparrows as its descendants, H¥my fears about 51 am worried that#}A&%F L ¥
QiR RXBELLEARALE.



On the Verge of Tears

© Wu Guanzhong

Years ago, I went by night train to Mao Ling, a sacred place in Shaanxi Province, to pay

homage to the sculptures standing before Huo Qubing'st! tomb.

As it was a long way from the terminal station to Huo's tomb, I had to hurry on with my
journey on foot under the starry sky of Northwest China, sometimes along a broad road,
sometimes on a narrow footpath. The day was just dawning when I arrived at Huo's tomb. Not a
pedestrian in sight. I lost no time in presenting myself before the majestic carved works of great
magnitude before the tomb. I was beside myself with agitation. The immortal art treasures will
be my permanent spiritual prop. Whenever I am discriminated against in a foreign country,
whenever I stand in awe before a foreign outstanding work of art, whenever I am disheartened,
whenever [ suffer agony ..., these imperishable stone carvings of amazing grandeur will

inevitably appear in my mind's eye.

I loitered for quite a long while among the sculptures, which were an integrated mass when
viewed from afar and very intriguing when scrutinized close by. Traceable among the rough
marks of hatchet and chisel were delicate lines zigzagging. Insensate as they were, the carved
stones were brimming with life and vigor. Artists from all over the world cannot help feeling

awed when they visit this place.“Our forefathers did much better than you!”I declared, maybe

affected by Ah Q's!Z philosophy of“spiritual victory”. We are indeed very lucky to have our
forefathers standing tall and upright in the world history of art. This is certainly a matter for

rejoicing.

In 1989, while revisiting Paris, I felt all sorts of emotion surging up within me. Back in
China, when I paid another visit to Xi'an and the sculptures before Huo Qubing's tomb, I was
seized with mixed feelings. I just felt like crying with abandon as I stood once more before Huo's
tomb, before the Chin Dynasty terra cotta warriors and horses and before the Han and Tang

upright stone tablets bearing ancient inscriptions. But I refrained from tears because I was then



accompanied by my wife and surrounded by numerous spectators. Why did I feel like having a
good cry? Because my motherland is so great and because of my fears about the descendants of

the eagle turning out to be sparrows.

[1]Huo Qubing (140—117 BC) , famous general of the Western Han Dynasty.

[2]Ah Q, also Akiu, main character in Lu Xun's famous novella The True
Story of Ah Q (1921—1922) . A typical “champion of spiritual victory, ” Ah Q

declares himself a winner whenever he has been humiliated.
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] “eRKeg A2 hERK” FHBasically, packaging means false



embel | ishment, # ¥basically® ) fundamentallyfressentially, #R7 Bk E&kik “ KR
+” | fgbasical ly& 431815, KEHZ.

[2] “wgs3af4h, LTRIE” KT&¥Ha little embellishment :--is beyond
reproach%, {2is beyond reproach®i&ZA 4T, 5§ “ALTRIE” S A H AN, &&Kitis
not altogether (Scompletely) inadvisable,

B8] “FHigwge 7 &8 “IA e E” , #i*going too far with it, &

overdoing it, too much of it%.

[4] “HKMBINT O EORAK, IBIFREERMNIENT HHBEE GIFAR” T “&KRAM
HANTAEHFAK, Rl BN THSHIBE K" 2 HWe have entered the age of

packaging, or rather the age of counterfeit and shoddy merchandise.
[5] “BémAeg L H " T4 “HPA A" % Hshrewd businessmen.

[6] “NaEHKFENEMELT FART: @2 A, WELF” Tk “UOER
I, HAVEFHAZME%, A EEHEN, WERP —iBHiE” +$2Z: we have a
longer tradition of hoodwinking customers by means of packaging, as witness

the ancient Chinese saying, “Gold and jade without, rubbish within” .
[7] “#m 22" ZBF “NF” , #&iFovertlyzopenly,

[8] “4a4 0 45 /5 Bkt EAAHE, — 2 L2 ME” 2 HBut, today, bookstores
and bookstalls are a riot of loud glaring color, H¥riottf “MEFE” &K “—
K7 f&, loud glaring colortk “3m4 B8 & X" M,

[9] “RAKRME” ZB “AFATHOMET” , #F @ Fmonkeys in human attire,
M “HFEAT4” #HAdress up as such,

[10] “W® %K. FR., M, IFQELEDGTCLERILEGF” i+ HThe Western—style
suit with leather shoes and necktie to go with it is a kind of packaging that
has taken shape in the West ever since several hundred years ago, H¥to go

with it1E “He---e- FOEL” R, I A Fto match it.



More on Packaging (Excerpt)

© Wu Guanzhong
Basically, packaging means false embellishment.

Nevertheless, a little embellishment for the sake of nice appearance is not altogether
inadvisable, and it is a bit harsh to denounce it as falsehood. Merchandise can never do without
packaging, but going too far with it means something worse than falsehood — it is deliberate
cheating. Japanese are very particular about packaging. Hidden inside one beautiful big box will
be a number of gradually smaller delicate ones placed one inside another. You have to tear them

off one by one until you finally hit on nothing but a tiny piece of candy.

We have entered the age of packaging, or rather the age of counterfeit and shoddy
merchandise. Attractively-packaged gifts can be found everywhere. Aware of the complete
absence of real friendship between sender and receiver of a gift, shrewd businessmen have been
racking their brains trying to beautify the packing design rather than improve the commodity
itself. People in foreign countries are also particular about packaging, and also bribe with gifts,
but we have a longer tradition of hoodwinking customers by means of packaging, as witness the

ancient Chinese saying,“Gold and jade without, rubbish within.”

Star singers, painters and calligraphers, authors...all go in for self-packaging overtly in
disregard of public ridicule. Binding and layout, which provide clear insights into the content and
quality of a book, call for profound artistic work. But, today, bookstores and bookstalls are a riot
of loud glaring color, so much so that the book titles are overshadowed and become hardly

recognizable. Why not have book covers printed just in black and white instead?

Packaging serves to satisfy social needs as well as personal ambition. Imperial officials and
emperors used to wear black gauze hats and boa-design robes respectively to frighten common
people into submission. After a court session or imperial court session was adjourned, they
would respectively cease to dress up as such and become their usual selves. The Western-style

suit with leather shoes and necktie to go with it is a kind of packaging that has taken shape in the



West ever since several hundred years ago. It has long become universally accepted formal wear
and even survived the vicissitudes of garment style intact. Nevertheless, nobody can tell if the
tradition of wearing the stiff and formal Western-style suit will end up being broken down by the

upsurge of popular casual wear. In the final analysis, people prefer ease and comfort to any form

of affectation and pretence.
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[M] “Se s £ %5, —F09RNERA” 32 HThe ostrich hobbles with its
tantalizing fleshy body, H ¥ tantalizingff “PH oay” | “ASARELFHG” M,
&4 %K The ostrich staggers along, its fleshy body looking so tempting

to the human palate, 12 R4e#A]i% i £,

[2] “#E AR T, i34 #HIn the face of an enemy, it just runs
away, and that very quickly, X ¥ In the face of 4 “@Wils” M, X /&@and that
very quickly¥ &9thattf “@m B” #f, B ki%iE A,

3] “5¢ 8.8 &” Kifostrich mentality, &M 3&EPIA tYostrichism (55 E
%\ Q&P@ﬁ%) '—ié]%jio

[4] “Hrasa R BT 7 1 “HRIERIBFBHAF” R “HWHAE A" R, &R
It struts aroundBpf =,

[5] “—ANFARMGEZTALIERT, AR ERITELN, TRERKE, HALE
F, #HEHMHEH” FHAWhen a little kid in red happens to come near, the
peacock, taking her for a potential rival, immediately erects and spreads out
its tail feathers and sways now to the left and now to the right as best it
can, H W “YlaZ HRIEEG” Tk “Elh GAA) REIBEGTEFXS T 5 HEFA
fearing that she might be a potential rivalztaking her for a potential
rivalo “7KBE” XAF “FFH” , “Ti%Herects and spreads out its tail featherssk
spreads its tail to display its fine feathers., “AZ#&44E” 7% Hsways now to
the left and now to the right2isways from side to side, {2aTE& A3, “fEHE
G #E4” % Has best it can, ttdoing all it is capable of #] %,

[6] “#EimA—RHFHGRRA, —EENOGHLEK - ” %4 As soon as it spots
a distant hare or rat on the run -, X ¥spotstF “XI” #, &Fldiscovers,
catches sight of%, Xon the runZ &, &&2 “H3P¥ay” , &7 fA4EiErunning
like crazy#4X.,

[7]1 “HAdmshy by NAom, SARM, BAAKT” TiEH1ts hooked claws and

beak are both scary and admirable, 127 4=lts hooked claws and beak are scary



but admirable#tr, HBEHEMHFMET “SbAKET” &



Ostrich - Peacock - Eagle

© Wu Guanzhong

The Ostrich

The ostrich hobbles with its tantalizing fleshy body. The bird seems destined to be human
food. It has no self-defence means. In the face of an enemy, it just runs away, and that very
quickly. At the critical moment when it is hard pressed, it buries its head in the sand, thinking
itself safe simply because it can't see the enemy. People, therefore, refer to it in ridicule as
ostrichism. It is impossible and also unnecessary to find out if Ah Q is the teacher of the ostrich

or vice versa.

The Peacock

The peacock is intoxicated with its own beauty. It struts around with a sidelong glance at
the pedestrians, hoping that they will stop to view and admire itself and believing that all people
will be infatuated with its gorgeousness. When a little kid in red happens to come near, the
peacock, taking her for a potential strong rival, immediately erects and spreads out its tail
feathers and sways now to the left and now to the right as best it can. That succeeds in attracting
a large group of spectators. They marvel at its beauty and cheer. The big bird looks very happy
with all the words of praise, which it seems to understand fully. Nevertheless, there is one

sentence it can never understand, that is,“You're a miserable woman.”

The Eagle

The grayish brown eagle never thinks of preening itself. It keeps off from man and often



wheels high up in the sky, only to disappear way up like a flash. As soon as it spots a distant hare
or rat on the run, the sharp-eyed bird will swoop down on its prey for life-sustaining food. Its

hooked claws and beak are scary but admirable. They embody the beauty of strength and

sharpness and have been the favorite theme of innumerable painters.
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T (1922—2011) , S RFLHER, BREMEL, MBI EE, 208 240FKm
KB IET LEHEXF RFFZHIMATF, 1937 F TR AL FME &, £ LENERKT
F#. Al miEf e LF R, 1959 FAEMRECHH A EXFABE LT TA, 1964F
HEREEERMAELUER, BATEERRMEL2BRERALEER. (BHLeyE
F) RAME T1980-F10 A 69— BiE4E, RIF WA ARK 4 BT ey & FibK,

NIt “BB R Ly ESF” % HThe Photographic Record of My Childhood, bt
Photos Taken in My Childhood##What | Photographed Like as a Child#%¥7.

[2] “sre B F7” &R “IAA” , Ti#HThe other dayzRecently,

[3] “F&” A “#R” &, x&FFHrummaging (for) , tblooking for#4
b1,



[4] “MFRETEFY” T8 “MUTFEZEBEFHYE” , #HiFfeeling as if |

were reliving my childhood,

[5] “FARr Loy e FRAFM, XRELI” T2 HMy childhood, as recorded in
the old photos, was at once real and unreal, X P was at once real and unreal &

Blboth real and illusory,

[6] “HMITREE—SRAS A 7 T CMATEE KB, AkS
#” % %a big ornament hung on my chest as a lucky charm2a big piece of

jewelry hung on my chest as an amulet to protect me against bad luck,

7] “HEM DA AEAFFLEF T, AIMEHZBIE” 2 HAs she had been taking
care of me ever since | was in the cradle, we became inseparable from each
other, X ¥ever since | was in the cradle®Flever since | was a |ittle babyz2k

ever since my babyhood,

[8] “Md. 2 K m-FHAED 69 LF4Fs” & HThey became, as it were, the first
literary works | ever came into contact with in my life, HFas it were£

iE, AE “FTRALY . “AAFT ERE, RSP asiomiE, RLERLLE A L E.
[9] “ B8 ” 45 “FH ammmey A" | #i%flagstone alley,

[10] “&KA4eil A FTIFIPRA TR A#FEAENRNI wondered whether my
visit had ended up in gains or losses, . “HKANfiERITREEAMLT” ZFEHI
wondered whether it had been worthwhile or not for me to revisit my old

house,

M] “PR—A R AEFTHFRERANZEE” 3% the album that had seen
many more winters than |, X ¥Fwinterstf “5K” . “¥% A" &,



The Photographic Record of My
Chi ldhood

© He Wei

The other day, in rummaging a suitcase for newspaper clippings of my essays written over

forty years ago, I came upon some old objects, among them an enormously bulky old album.

The moth-eaten album contained several photos of myself taken in early childhood. I stared
blankly at my little face in the faded photos, feeling as if I were reliving my childhood. But I also

felt that my childhood had long been irretrievably gone and no longer belonged to me.
My childhood, as recorded in the old photos, was at once real and unreal.

In one of the photos, I was very little, probably just one year old. As was the custom of my
native place, I had a big ornament hung on my chest as a lucky charm. The photo had been taken
over half a century ago. Was it I myself in the embryonic stage of life, with my ignorant eyes on

the strange world?

Another photo, in which I stood full-length, had been taken, I remember, when I was three
or four. It was winter, and I was dressed cumbersomely in a cotton-padded thick gown,
staggering ridiculously. In still another photo, probably taken at the same time, I was holding
grandma by the hand. As she had been looking after me ever since I was in the cradle, we had
become inseparable from each other. In the photo, she looked in her early fifties. She was turning

her head slightly, as if trying to make me look ahead or telling me the tragic and moving story of

Meng Jiang Null making a long, difficult journey in search of her husband. She had an
unlimited stock of folk tales to tell. I always thought her in possession of a wordless book full of
fascinating stories. They became, as it were, the first literary works that I ever came into contact

with in my life.

The background of the photos was yellowed with age and dotted with fuzzy specks. There

was distinctly a big round hole in the mottled wall.



Wasn't the round hole a fan-shaped gate? I asked myself.
Yes, it was. It was the moon gate so familiar to me in my childhood — a fairy-tale gate!

I used to play on the flagstones of the courtyard in front of the hall of the old house where I
had been born. Standing side by side before the tiled wall were several water vats for receiving
rain water dripping from the eaves. In playing hide-and-seek with my little playmates, I would
conceal myself behind one of the vats, which were taller than I was. On either side of the
courtyard there was a moon gate. Why did the two big moon gates always remain in my
memory? Was it because they differed from ordinary rectangular gates in resembling the big
round gate of the legendary palace on the moon? Or was it because of the little world between
the two big gates where I used to play happily? I often think of the old house in my hometown. It

brings back many, many memories of my childhood.

In the midsummer of 1960, I returned to my old home in the city of Dinghai for a short visit
after a long absence of more than thirty years. One day, in the deepening twilight, I quietly
stepped into Heng Tang Alley, a long flagstone alley between two towering walls. The setting
sun was casting its last rays on an old house down the alley. At the direction of someone, I found
my way to the house and ascended its stone steps. Its gate was left unlatched, so I pushed it open.
Inside it was all quiet. My eyes suddenly fell on the moon gate on either side of the courtyard.
Yes, the same two old big round holes. Only they looked much smaller than they were in my
memory, and very shabby too. The courtyard and the hall where I had used to play around with
my little playmates in my childhood were now heaped with sacks of goods. So my old house had

long been transformed into the warehouse of a department store!
I hesitated to move ahead, feeling perplexed and melancholy.

Perhaps I should not have returned to my hometown to see my old house and to relive my
past experience. I wondered whether it had been worthwhile or not for me to revisit my old

home. Everything's gone. Everything's changed.

The only thing that still remained was my photographic childhood. Having found some
newspaper clippings of my old writings, I replaced in the suitcase the album that had seen many
more winters than I. Then I carefully put back the lid on the suitcase. Memories of my childhood,

together with the album, sank again to the bottom of the suitcase.




[1]1The name of a heroine in Chinese folklore, who trekked over a long way
to look for her husband only to find him already dead from forced labor on the
construction site of the Great Wall. Her bitter cries over her husband's death

was said to have caused a section of the Wall to crumble down.
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178 “HAKT” TiFEHRStranded in a Flood#®&Stuck in a Flood.

[2] “ZFRFABKITA” Tk “ZFRFEMAKE” ¥ Hhas for years been

subject to floods2thas been flooded time and again in recent years,

[B8] “ME R T4 “BLx2h” % Hafter having the prescriptions filled (3

made up) o

4] “e K% Ti2 K ike we were enumerating our family treasuressas if
we were examining one by one our family treasures with delight, 2as if we

were naming with delight each of our family valuables,

[5] “RAEBEAR T L )IAE” T “REREZFEHR” EFHI just fol lowed
suit, BHEEF,

[6] “mFR N5 :3 % k7 % Hhas undergone repair | don't know how
many times in recent years, H ¥ 1| don't know how® 3i&% RAiENE, fEKIER. &

&) ¥ ¥ Hhas in recent years been repeatedly repaired.

[7]1 “IAELRFCANT, EBERGKY, HhoREZHTOH—TRA" FHNow, as
an octogenarian, | was like a solitary small boat drifting at the mercy of a
large flow of muddy water, R Pdrifting at the mercy of 2F L P8y 515, &
ol : XLLREE GRik) XBCTIZA” .



8] “HKRABEFEXN" T “KRARBRALTRAT” &4 felt simply helpless,
PsimplyZFlcompletely,

Ol “wrtag” &8 “LT&2E”, #Hin plaster,
10] “B&E K 35 “LEFME” Ti%Hplaster castHplaster bandage.

1] “AHILpEE” i24Yet, it's something of a stirring tragedy too,
¥ something of ff “H &IL” . “HILY” &,

[12] “H N X4=fT? 7 Ti&EAWhat else can they do? What can they

otherwise?

7N

7N

do



Stranded in a Flood

© He Wei

Early last month, my old house was twice flooded within three days. Situated in a low-lying
part of the busy downtown area, it has for years been subject to floods. But the worst flood
occurred this year, especially after the second rain, with our kitchen, sitting room and even

bedrooms all covered with water.

On the morning of that day, I went to the hospital on the other side of the street at about 10
o'clock to see an eye-doctor. Soon a fierce thunderstorm broke out and I saw a vast expanse of
foamy floodwater outside the window. It was an exceptionally serious rainstorm, dashing down

like a cataract or mountain torrents. What a scary scene!

The patients were stranded by the sudden downpour. All we could do was sit in the big
hospital waiting room after having the prescriptions filled. Sitting by my side was a patient in his
seventies. He kept sighing over the nasty weather. Learning that I had been a dweller of Fuzhou
many years ago, he brightened up at once and began to speak the Fuzhou dialect loudly. He
turned out to be a native of Fuzhou. We began to chat with relish about the typical local

delicacies of Fuzhou like we were enumerating our family treasures.

Then, during a break in the conversation, we found the streets submerged by water, so we

had to sit down and resume chatting about Fuzhou so as to while away the time.

The violent storm did not last long at all. But it seemed interminable due to my impatience.

At last, as I saw someone venture into the wet street under an umbrella, I just followed suit.

It's only a stone's throw from the hospital to my home, which is situated at the entrance of a
lane across the street. The section of the street here has undergone repair I don't know how many
times, yet it still floods whenever there is a rain. Now, on that day, it was flooded knee-deep
because of an especially heavy rain. All I could do was stagger along cautiously in the deep

water in my leather shoes.



It happened that the street was under repair with only half of it for free passage, but full of
bumps and hollows. One had to make a detour at a T-juncture. There were few pedestrians. As I
tottered through the water, I suddenly thought of my age. When I was a kid, I used to think that
age had nothing to do with me and associated it instead only with my elders in their sixties or
eighties. When I was ten, my grandpa, at sixty, looked quite old for his age because of the beard
he was wearing. Now, as an octogenarian, I was like a solitary small boat drifting at the mercy of
a large flow of muddy water. I barely managed to cross the street, taking care to dodge the
muddy water splashed over by cars. At last I entered the lane and, pushing open the door of my
house, I found the kitchen, the passageway and even the place behind the drawing room all
flooded. All furniture, except the fridge that had been previously moved elsewhere, was soaking

wet. I felt simply helpless.

Altogether, it took me less than three hours to see the doctor, but a greater part of the time
was spent in wading through the floodwater on my way home. People advanced in age are liable
to various kinds of senile diseases. That's why they spend a lot of time in going to hospital. Two
weeks ago, I had one of my legs in plaster after injuring it through carelessness. Now, with the
plaster cast removed, I was harassed by a flood. It seemed a bit of an act of bravery for me, an
80-year-old man with impaired eyesight, to totter through the floodwater without a helping hand

or a walking stick. And it's something of a stirring tragedy too.

Many who have been forced into the ageing society by inexorable time are now living the
life of common people. They need more self-encouragement and more awareness of self-

protection, and should live on with a strong will. What else can they do?






o {Z— N SRRk
—— LW F AT B F A AR EAX

© fik

FEH E BT H A LR 57 s i 78 27 ik 4 e o) DG B 4 1R 20 2 7 B SRAR AR DY T
—A sk A2 — UYL SUA JUHE, B 25 S BN — RV

PURNIRIZ R, —AMREHT, FIRFESAHRAER T ER _BEOCR TERL, IR
iz, FIHEA—DH, MRLZIREIRICHE S0, ZKFRUR TN P S 2 Bl L 5t
FAT BB ALE B — T

ARG T E AT, % TRV S I EE, & TR H RS A
ATHI SRR, 45 DA H X — P SEPE R 31

e, PRI R [ G S RTIAMA) I b, SRR ARG . BT RS
Vi, BIgEscVictory OHEFD B8 — DBl Sl AL B A TEPIIN, 43 U0 4 1Y)
MTEAROL, & AR ] == R E DB E . S8%HR™, 50N
7, #e—PARSEIHT.

IR EAR I TR, AT B SUR 2847, BRGS0 T\ T+ = Bl 247,
Sebr bR\ Tt T B, BT =408k AR MR — T R I H R S R I B E
RIGWF 7, BEESEEREIE LA, - 2ERE EREFWIRT, RERL, E
EAETTRTH) B AP Ahe s, S X —f 5.

VRS AERALEL N, — e DR . ALEE i) —, B BUMK KSR, NMHER
PR, HEuiarF AR . SREEMAR, A—M&ERKEE, X
1272 B RSE R ZeR AU R EE T . B RS Rl FE — R R AR AR 2 .
PISR AL B A — K, T EACRAISNE L AL . R EHEE AR . A2
HRE AN BIRIRALE , BRERSERFE A ™I 2 Bk, 554558 0 ZE Bt A RIT

FERX—EIA], A EEIEIAG . JEPURI AR 7, EANERIR R, Hie



W A, MIE—RZARIR 1. RN SZERETEE 2 B, FEARRIESS
BRI HFEA s, ARG, XPMHTRARKRE T .

RN EEED], HERROBER KR LIRE -G/, A - SREE0. A
IR, BTN R A S TR T

NI T4\ 58, ALENATEIN S, BEEIe 4T al. A H BT, HZERPEARS]
Ay, SEuSERUE ML, STIE, SR AR E BT . T RS AR AT AR
T, R ETSeE EAT, BETAAARE LT TRPIMNCE I, T
B —FEmi 5] .

JURS ZEY 73, ] e ) &b £ S TR T N R RR 2 e, & I 7 ORCRE 38 EE B S0
IR — S8, REBRE, 28RN, AEHLSNIEEHZE LSRR ZE PR Ik =
B, FRIERISCIRERL R, SRR EG B JE K SO B T

BHE, W HZEREBPCR, ISR SO T8 & P i XA 7k W
MRS, TP, R ENEEE T HETE. B Ao/ MWMSEKRZ T XM . &
PR TR L T Bl AU bl HFEBRERARRE R 5] SR H .

AN — 1 FRON S5 IS AT LR v FL AR SR A, KA B S A i s X
MEEHELE.

WEAZLI AT, HENHFEREDR AN LR, T HRES EEERRS
BEAMBEAIIE . R ER, A8 H SRR, R EANRSTH R
B BT RER] T HACE B 3 SCE UM 5 2% . RIS A B BB R AR — B

MRS 5, AR ANBRTCVASL L, AR AAREL. Jy s IR e AR AT H -

VU AT AL HATRAT MImHe, |2 33 H ARSI Z AR, AR & H A% F 3
XER P ESA, #IATIERRIROE. A0, dLEER— Y% 2F R
7. RORPORIRH AL, AL B A N RV, . ATt 25 [ 3 52
Ho

M= A B — NI, BRNHEEE T B2 4T
UKV, ALHAT LLEIR 7 52— 00, e i 3t — 205t b e i 2 AT S 2

CEie—AJ8 Bk ) Y RF LA R A B T198559 A 69— R &L E,




] “PHEHH KF” i@%%HChina's war of resistance against Japanese
aggression, LA AJe€i®AChina's anti-Japanese war, RE {43, 12K B4, KAk
ApiEB R &,

[2] “FTR B ENBEA -+ EHEICHR I 341 got a job through Ke Ling
as a staff member of the Shanghai Wen Hui Bao, X ¥ through—iE4f “%.----- i

2” fi#, &Flon the recommendation of,

[3] “5i% A E R HAEETHE KRNI TR ATFEHAYasuji Okamura,
commanding general of the Japanese ground forces on the China mainland
General Yasuji Okamura, commander—in—chief of the Japanese army in China%, 3
R %47, #i%General Yasuji Okamura, supreme commander of the Japanese invading

forces in China (Zthe Japanese forces of aggression in China) .

[4] “H— /a5 R g—e” T “TiRik—PME” #HThere is a titbit |
would like to share with you, HPtitbittf “ ) &E” . “HE” F#,

[5] “1ZekH AT E R LG THNBALFORI L, ETARLETEL, TAE
#E” %2 HThe history of bloody crimes committed by the aggressors on Chinese
soil shall never be falsified, let alone blotted out, X ¥ let alone& ki,
1E “RGB” #E, & Bl ARiEmuch less.,



Memories of a Historic Scene
— On the Nanjing ceremony of
Japanese surrender 40 years ago

© He Wei

On the 40th anniversary of the victory of China's War of Resistance Against Japanese
Aggression and the world war against fascism, a historic scene of 40 years ago came back to my
mind. It was on September 9, 1945 that I was sent to cover the Japanese surrender ceremony at

Nanjing.

On a hot summer day at the end of the anti-Japanese war, I got a job through Ke Lingl!! as a

staff member of the Shanghai Wen Hui Bao'%, a newspaper that had just resumed publication.
Luckily, I was sent to Nanjing about a month later to report on the historic event in my capacity

as special correspondent. I was accompanied by press photographer Mu Yilong.

After arriving in Nanjing by train, with elaborate formalities gone through, we came just in

time for the opening of the surrender ceremony.

The day witnessed a sudden increase of armymen hurrying to and fro on the square in front
of the gate of the Chinese Army Headquarters on Huangpu Road, Nanjing. The capital letter V,
signifying Victory, was in sight here and there. Lining the paved path leading to the assembly
hall were numerous sentries fully armed with US-made equipment and jeeps kept zooming up
and down. Occasionally, US MPs were seen assisting in keeping watch in twos and threes. It was

indeed an unusual day characterized by utmost vigilance and solemn atmosphere.

According to the printed timetable distributed to the public, the surrender ceremony was to
begin at 9:00 a.m. and the Japanese surrender delegation had to show up by 8:52 a.m., but they
arrived at 8:55 a.m., that is, 3 minutes late. The Japanese delegation consisted of General Yasuji
Okamura, supreme commander of the Japanese invading forces in China, and six of his senior

aides. As they arrived by car under the guidance of a KMT colonel, over a hundred Chinese and



foreign newsmen gathered at the gate hastened to click their cameras.

There was a sustained utter silence in the hall. In the center of it, there was on one side a
smaller long table for seating the Japanese delegates, with 12 fully-armed Chinese soldiers lining
up behind. On the other side, there was another table, much longer and wider, for seating the
KMT highranking officers and Chinese newsmen. KMT General He Ying-qin was to accept the
surrender on behalf of China. Still another long table stood in between for Allied representatives
and foreign correspondents. The tables were all covered with a white cloth. All personnel then
took their seats one after another, quietly awaiting the solemn hour and the appearance of the

Japanese delegation.

At this very moment, my mind was occupied with teeming thoughts. The disastrous days of
the 8-year war of resistance were gone for ever. The Chinese people would never again be
subjected to the humiliation of being annexed and subjugated. However, since the country was
then enveloped in the dark clouds of civil war, it would be quite some time before the Chinese
people could really rise to their feet. Nevertheless, I firmly believed that such a day would not be
far off.

I noticed that there was on the table of the Japanese delegates a little clock in addition to
paper, ink, writing brush and inkstone. The stationery was of course to be used for signing the

surrender documents, but what about the little clock?

At 8:58 a.m., the hall was ablaze with lights and cameras started clicking. The Japanese
delegates were led in under the gaze of watchful eyes. They walked on until they reached the
prescribed place, then stood at attention and bowed to General He. General He reservedly
motioned them to their seats, and then turned to the newsmen with the announcement that the
surrender ceremony was to begin in five minutes. Thereupon, there was a sudden flurry among

the newsmen plus the sound of something astir throughout the hall.

At 9:04 a.m., General He, standing under the Allied flags to accept the surrender, ordered
Yasuji Okamura to submit his certificates. The latter, in full military attire, looked ghastly pale
and expressionless. Lieutenant General Asasaburo Kobayashi, Chief of General Staff of the
Japanese forces of aggression in China, who had been sitting next to Okamura, came up to hand

over the certificates to General He, who kept them after looking them over.

Then Kobayashi was given two copies of the instrument of surrender, both in Chinese, to be



passed on to Okamura, who rose to take them with both hands and then picked up the writing
brush from the table to sign his name and affix his seal on either copy. Kobayashi was then
ordered to hand over one copy to Okamura. Altogether it took about five minutes to finish
signing the surrender and twenty minutes for the ceremony to last until the Japanese were led out
of the hall.

There is a titbit I would like to share with you, that is, I noticed General He whispering to

his subordinates that he personally would like to keep the writing brush as a memento.

Now, the surrender documents have long since been consigned to the historical archives.
And no one knows what has become of the writing brush that was used to sign the documents.
History is inexorable, moving ahead according to its own course and direction. The great people
of China have won the victory of the war of resistance against Japanese aggression and self-
defence. Japanese militarism has ended in total defeat. The history of bloody crimes committed
by the aggressors on Chinese soil shall never be falsified, let alone blotted out. History should be

shown in its true colors.

Four years ago, while traveling in Japan, I came into wide contact with Japanese people of
various strata. They all felt deeply sorry for the Japanese militarists' aggressive acts against
China. Once, I saw with my own eyes how the owner of a livestock farm in Hokkaido threw
himself on the ground before us to show his remorse for the Japanese invasion of China. I well

understood the feelings of the Japanese people. They, too, were victims of Japanese militarism.

It is now forty years to a day from September 9, 1945 to September 9, 1985. Recalling my
news-gathering of forty years ago has enabled me to review the past. It has also deepened my

thoughts on history.

[1]Ke Ling  (1909—2000) , renowned contemporary Chinese essayist,
playwright and literary critic.

[2]Wen Hui Bao, Chinese daily newspaper first published in 1938 in
Shanghaii.
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[N] “EXK#EFH5” ¥ Htold me over the long-distance, H ¥ the long—distance

BPthe long—distance phone call,

[2] “K&i8” & Hsomething to the effect that, H+to the effecttF “K &

\=2A4 (7352 A - A
£7 . C“EERLY .

[38] “dR—=ADIGHIRT TH: “hofe R L ARKTI” Z %% Hadd up to quite a
number, 3 Wadd upRmiE, 1 “hek kit i@,

[4] “# Ha9FK” Ti#Hthe age of book-burning, Hi#Hthe age of

obscurantism, & ZA8F, obscurantismR &2 “FEik” .

[5] “#FE X R K694 7 i* Hbooks for required reading that have not yet
been read, H ¥ requiredff “L/R6y” fif,

[6] “h i BRKE” K&EF @A Hby selling them off by the jin as paper
pulp, #Li¥Aby selling them off cheap as waste paper bound for the pulp mill,
# & Flcheap#/Xby the jin, JHlas waste paper bound for the pulp mill#4Xas
paper pulp, #Bh¥EME.



Random Thoughts on Giving Away Books

© He Wei

The idea of giving away one's books sounds rather puzzling at first. The other day, my
friend Jing Hua told me over the long-distance that some of his elderly colleagues were giving
away or considering giving away the books they owned and that he himself was doing the same.
The idea originated with a venerable old veteran writer, who said something to the effect that
youth is the time for collecting books and old age for giving away books. Yes, getting on in

years, one needs to ponder over the question of how to deal with certain things in life.

In recent years, I, too, have often turned over in my mind the question of books though, in
fact, my so-called private library is not worth mentioning. Nevertheless, it has kept accumulating
in the scores of years of my literary career. Now, piled up in a jumble here and there in my

house, they add up to quite a large number though.

Years ago, when I was transferred to a new post in Fuzhou, the capital city of Fujian
Province, the removal of my books gave me a big headache. During the several years when I was
in that city, my books were lucky enough to survive the disaster of the so-called“Cultural
Revolution.”But, when I was sent to do manual labour in the remote mountains of northern
Fujian, all the books had to go with me by truck, which plunged me into a world of trouble. Two
years later, when I was suddenly transferred back to Fuzhou, the books had to be loaded on a
truck again for a long ride over mountains and rivers, exposing themselves to the dew drops of
the mountain area and inhaling the aroma of green grass. It was not until many years later that
the books, then packed in boxes, were at last transported back to Shanghai, the place where I had
originally come from. I owe the safety of my books to the efforts of my second son, who is
physically strong and bright and clever. Books that have survived the age of obscurantism are

without doubt an invaluable asset.

All my old books are my life-long companions. The longer the companionship, the more
profound my attachment for them. Generally speaking, there are three kinds of books in my

private collection, namely, books for required reading that have not yet been read, books for



optional reading and books unworthy of reading. Books of the last kind can be disposed of
easily, that is, by selling them off cheap as waste paper bound for the pulp mill. The second kind
of books are most difficult to handle. I generally give a glance into them before making a
difficult decision on whether to keep them or not. Books are emotional and always reluctant to
part from me. And sometimes, in a fit of impatience, I will even feel like resolutely doing away
with them all at once. As I said in my young days, books are most faithful and will never betray

you so long as you don't abandon them. Oh, my books!

Books of the first kind consist of many autographed copies of works by my literary friends
and miscellaneous favorite books of mine as well as de luxe editions of literary classics. They are
to be kept intact by all means. But, as there is a limit to human life, the future of these books is

unknown.

It is high time for me to give away my collected books. But it is beyond my power to do the
toilsome labour of sorting out piles upon piles of books and then doing all the wrapping, packing
and mailing. Fortunately, there are few things of much worth among piles of my musty old

books. So I might as well take it easy.
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Ml “BERET, FIKkREALE, BLEEZHAIURE AR, RE2ERFK
Be” dei )8 SR iR Mother is very old, but her hair is only partially gray
and her face has few old age speckles. She is a bit stooped, #AT/& M &) #£2 &
M, Biemma) 5% HMother is a bit stooped with age, but her hair is only
partially gray and her face has few old age speckles, FH#EKFH., X “%XA 4

B1” & HAonly partially gray®only partly gray.

2] “F3ETHT” 4w i#HThe fingers were twisted (Zcrooked) , MAE L
F, B CFREAETHT (XETH) ” #HThe fingers looked quite out of



shape (3 shapeless) , BA#H I,

[3] “s& 17”7 #4111 make one for you all right, E¥4i&all right Ak
mEIEA, M YR . CHRRT FRE

[4] “ RN IBIRR AL N HAT” 341 was surprised to find her still
sitting at the sewing machine, H Fsurprisedff “&s" g, RZFXLP a9, R
LERALREEMARLE,

5] “— M KA E IR AKX E” i* Hthe stage costume for a squirrel with a
bushy tail, X #ie “KEE” i#Ha bushy tail, tba big tail 241, bushyty B &
i%“%ﬁﬁé‘j” . 4(%&‘;}6{37’ .

[6] “%228 74, /T 4” % Aunstitching what she had sewn or re-sewing what
she had unstitched, #.¥ & Hunstitching or re-sewing.

[7]1 “&F #3355 $Awith a groping hand on the wall for support, H
groping 2 &L eyiRHhnis), 1F “HRIB” %,

8] “M#E#” &Rp “R EIWEM” , Zi¥Fwith a quilt draped over her
shoulders, 7~ #:F @ Hi%Hcovered by a quilt, with a quilt around her%.

9] “TTRF R, AR mT” #Hbut she couldn't make it, her fingers
being all thumbs with age, H¥her fingers being all thumbsi& T s iZone's
fingers are all thumbs, #f “FHEKM” . “FHARRT” &, oL TiF Hbut,

being all thumbs with age, she just couldn't make it,

10] “4B45 % T —4&, KDHE T —T” ¥ HMother has been diligent with her
hands all her |ifeBf™, $ 8T ik, XFHE—GHELR “BB—4 % ARF7
7 , deixF @ A% HMother has been working all her life, MHARAAE .



Mother's Hands

© Gao Mang

Mother is a bit stooped with age, but her hair is only partially gray and her face has few old
age speckles. Her small and thin stature, however, is shorter than thirty years ago by a head. And
nothing seems to remain of her two hands but a few blue veins and bones. The fingers looked
quite out of shape like broken twigs still hanging on to trees. Sometimes, looking at her own
hands, she will say in self-ridicule,“How can I still call them my fingers? They're chicken claws

....” At this, my heart invariably aches.

When I was a child, I remember, mother used to wash my hair, my body and my feet with
her delicate soft hands. As her hands ran over me gently, what a feeling of comfort and warmth

came over me!

Once, when I was a schoolboy, my teacher wanted me to play the part of a squirrel in a
children's play. I worried very much about the stage costume that, according to the teacher, had
to be provided by myself. Mother set my heart at ease by saying,“Don't worry! I'll make one for
you all right ....”Thereupon, she bought a piece of gray cotton flannel and started cutting it out
and sewing. On the early morning of the third day, when I woke up, I was surprised to find her
still sitting at the sewing machine. She smilingly showed me the stage costume for a squirrel
with a bushy tail. I tried it on. It was perfect. At that time, nevertheless, little did I ponder about

mother having spent quite a few sleepless nights toiling for her son's sake.

When I was older, I would nestle by mother's side and watch her embroidering brilliant
flowers on a piece of cloth. She worked attentively and meticulously, unstitching what she had
sewn or re-sewing what she had unstitched, always doing all over again whatever she considered
inadequate. When fresh flowers, green leaves and flying birds eventually appeared on the cloth, I
seemed to smell the faint scent of flowers and plants and hear the tweeting of birds. Mother had
made an embroidered pillowcase for me. I was overjoyed. When I lay with my head pillowed on
it, I felt as if her hand were fondly caressing my face and warming my heart, and I were no

longer disturbed by bad dreams.



Everything that mother makes by hand is delicate and nice-looking, and she keeps trying to

do better. During the so-called“Cultural Revolution”, when I was sent to a farm schoollH, 1, like
all other scholars in the field of foreign literature, was denied access to foreign literary books. So
I took the opportunity to learn sewing instead. Only then did I fully realize how for scores of

years mother had toiled away at making clothes for my elder brothers and me.

When did her hands start to become so rough? She is old. Her hands are now too enfeebled
to do even needlework or cooking. When she walks, she has to move along with a groping hand
on the wall for support. Consequently, the wall now bears traces of the wear and tear of the

continual touching of her hand.

Several years ago, to celebrate her 90th birthday, I decided to make her by myself a suit of
clothes for everyday wear, consisting of a short coat and a pair of trousers, thinking that it would

be the best gift possible from her son and that it would surely delight her much.

As she received the clothes on her birthday, her face brightened up with smiles. That night,
I had blissful hours of sleep.

Around midnight, I woke up to find lamplight coming in through the crack of her door. I
wondered if she was staying up late or had gone to bed forgetting to put out the lamplight. I got
out of bed and peeping into her room through the crack, I saw her sitting on the bed with a quilt
draped over her shoulders. With a pair of presbyopic glasses on, she was holding in her hands the
suit of clothes I had made and examining it closely. Then she slowly fished out from somewhere
a pair of small scissors. What was she up to? I held my breath. Good Heavens! So she was going
to unstitch with her trembling hands the new clothes I had specially made for her. My heart sank.
O mother, that was the suit your 60-year-old son had made for you! Why were you going to

unstitch it rather than wear it?

Several days later, I couldn't hold back the question in my mind any more. She stared into
my eyes for quite a while and then said,“Your needlework isn't up to standard. The stitches are
untidy and uneven. The whole thing is crude... That's not the way to go about your work.”She
had the whole suit unstitched and wanted to re-sew it behind my back, but she just couldn't make

it, her fingers being all thumbs with age. Looking at her tremulous wizened hands, she sighed.

Mother has been diligent with her hands all her life. She always saw to it that she was



faultless in whatever she did. Now she is too old to work, but she is very strict with my

performance.

The sight of mother's hands always plunges me into deep thought: Her teaching goes far
beyond the making of good clothes.

[1]Referring to the “May Seventh Cadre School” set up in the countryside
across China in accordance with Mao Zedong's “May 7th Directive” issued during
the so-called “Cultural Revolution” (1966—1976) , +to which innumerable

intel lectuals, government officials, etc. were sent to do physical labour.
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] “EFFRER, HILREA” T “EFFfD)LATKELEN" ZFF Heven
Mongolian gazelles and horses dared not venture into it, X *venture into

1 “Hed 2" f#,

[2] “H47 2 REE” % Hwas even more difficult for foot travelers to
negotiate, H ¥ foot travelerstk “# I KITH"” #, to negotiate®y & T2 “pA|:d
ji” . “/%‘éji” _%5_‘_0

8] “&MEFRELF” by “FH” F “TGANEE” (to get trapped) #94

L, & &) 71%HWe were caught in a violent storm.

[4] “ iy A &B” i*#Hthe fierce wind sent sands flying about and pebbles
hurtling through the air, H¥sand K2 RTHGHWR %15, FEHM X, £H T ik

& Ao

[5] “PRATIABhFH — I Lk ey dy a9 B BF ” 25| --- saw pairs of eerie green eyes
glistening, HFfeerietZBER “SAEWMY” . “BF”7, FLFHERE, B
LERALEEMARLE,

[6] “—Ha2mKREF KE” doixF @ AF Hthe wolves opened their mouths
wide (3opened their big mouths) , KAEANEAPLZE, HiFHRHthe wolves bared
their fangs ferociously (& —AF#F K EGX48) , METH,

[7] “HMsbAek, BARYI{E” RETAFEH| wanted to get up, but my legs

would not obey me, ¥4 | wanted to rise to my feet, but my legs gave way, X
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Crossing the Gobi Desert

© Zhe Zhong

The Gobi Desert was boundless, so even Mongolian gazelles and horses dared not venture
into it. The desert plain, covered with sharp-edged rock fragments, was even more difficult for

foot travelers to negotiate.
I stood gazing blankly into the distance.

Towards evening, the sweet jingling of camel bells was heard from across the desert. A

camel, followed by a baby camel, came towards me sprightly.

No one was sitting astride the animal, nor any one standing beside it. Who was its master?

Was it a wild camel?

As it moved closer to me, it stuck out its pink tongue to lick the back of my hand and dug its
snout into my pocket. I gave it a feed of the food I had brought with me for the journey. After
eating, it turned to lie on the ground, motioning me to ride on it. I did accordingly after some
hesitation. The sun was setting in the west and night was falling. I felt uneasy, not knowing if I

was sad or happy.

It was a starry moonlit night on the Gobi. I felt like in a dream. Sitting astride on the camel's

back, I even became suspicious, fearing that the camel might have malicious intent against me.
I was nervous the whole night.

It was not until the next dawn that I became somewhat relaxed. The camel, carrying me on
its back, continued to move slowly from east to west. I was to reach my destination after getting

out of the Gobi, but I still couldn't figure out the camel's intention.

A tornado suddenly whirled over the Gobi and we were caught in a violent storm. It turned

dark all round and the fierce wind sent sands flying about and pebbles hurtling through the air.



The camel, however, stood rock-firm. I hid myself under its belly so as to protect myself from
the sand storm. After the sand storm passed off, the camel, with me on its back, started to move

forward again. A sense of gratitude had then replaced suspicion in my heart.

A day and night passed and I felt tired out. And the camel was in need of a rest too. I found

a low-lying place for a stopover. Then the camel went grazing at a sandy beach.

It was a night with clouds hanging low. I was roused from sleep by somebody pulling me by
the trouser legs. I turned over in bed and saw pairs of eerie green eyes glistening. So I sat up
from the ground abruptly. Seeing that I was alive, the wolves bared their fangs ferociously. At
this very moment, the camel rushed with an angry roar from its grazing land to fight the wolves.
Consequently, one of the three wolves was bitten to death, another was injured and still another
fled through fear. The camel then took care to keep me close to itself for fear that the wolves

might come again to attack me. I threw myself on it and kissed it vigorously.

We were out of the Gobi five days and nights later. At parting, there were many things I
could have said to the camel, but I refrained because it could never understand human speech.
All T did was walk away waving my hand. After walking a long way off, I still saw it stand fixing

its eyes on me.

On reaching my destination, a friend of mine there told me the camel that had carried me

across the Gobi belonged to a Tajik trainer of camels.
“Where is he? I haven't seen him yet,”I asked in astonishment.

“If the old herdsman were still alive, he should be several hundred or even more than a

thousand years old.”
“How about his descendants?”

“He had sons, grandsons and grand grandsons — all of them looking after camels on the
Gobi.”

“How did the old man manage to raise and train the camels until they were so tame and

gentle?”

“Well, had it not been for the old herdsman, you wouldn't be able to cross the Gobi, would



you?”
On my return trip over the Gobi, I rode on the same camel.

I realized on my arrival at the Gobi that I had forgotten to replenish my canteen with water,
which was indispensable for travelers on the Gobi. Under the scorching sun, I was sweating all
over and my mouth was parched. I managed to pull through on the first day, I had fainting fits on

the second day, and I fell onto the ground on the third day.

I fell into a lethargic state. My lips became moistened through water being poured into my
mouth. As I was gulping it down greedily, blood flowed rapidly through my body. It was with
difficulty that I managed to have my eyes half opened. Then I saw a man sitting in front of me. I
could tell that he was a herdsman. Behind him was a dark mass of camels lying on the ground. I
wanted to rise to my feet, but my legs gave way. At the end of my excitement, I turned lethargic

again.

The next day, the herdsman and his camels were nowhere to be found. Only the camel that
had carried me across the Gobi was standing beside me, keeping watch. After drinking the water,
I felt very much recovered physically. And the canteen had also been filled with water. So I

resumed my journey astride the camel.
The jingling bells of my camel echoed through the boundless Gobi.

It was not a wild camel, but a camel known as the“ship of the desert”that had been raised

and trained specifically to carry travelers across the Gobi.
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Ox-Slaughtering

© Wang Meng
“The cow is expecting itself to be knifed soon,”said my landlord.

Nasser took out a knife and shouted,“In the name of Allah!”Thereupon he plunged the knife
right into the neck of the animal. He did it agilely without showing nastiness. The animal uttered
a muffled moo as blood started gushing out of the cut. Its eyes, ablaze with acute pain, suddenly

dilated and then turned dim and static, like two black glass balls.

As it was strictly banned among Moslems to eat animal blood, Nasser had the cow's blood
buried underground. It took him only a short time to finish the butchering. He then had the
slaughtered cow hung upside down under the eaves and began selling the beef at one Yuan per
kilo.

The air was full of the rank smell of the slaughtered animal and its blood. Although the
blood had been buried, flocks of crows nevertheless appeared on the scene by following up the

scent. O ill-omened birds!

That evening, Hailiqi prepared a potful of chopped beef tripe stew. It was too smelly for me,
so I managed to eat only half a bowl. That very much perplexed my landlord and his wife. Early
the next morning, I suffered from a severe stomach-ache and diarrhoea. I blamed myself for

being so fragile.

Later, I witnessed ox-slaughtering again, this time at my Team, but I was no longer
impressed. By order of our Team leaders, we had a temporary kitchen set up at the edge of the
field, probably in anticipation of the busy season of wheat harvest. Ox-slaughtering was
commonplace. But something most unforgettable happened one afternoon when a herd of cattle
were returning to the village from the grazing ground in the setting sun. At the village entrance,
the animals slowed down and then stopped moving ahead, meanwhile bellowing loudly and

mournfully and thumping the ground again and again with their hooves. The villagers told us that



the cattle had found their way to the spot by scenting out the blood of the slaughtered cow, and

then lamented loudly, to our astonishment, over the death of an animal of their kind.
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The Bird's Nest

© Xiao Feng

Rows of cement tower buildings and prefabs, looking from afar like groups of steep
mountains, are a unique sight in big cities. They are stiff and stereotyped in form, unlike real

mountains which are a masterwork of nature with beautiful lines and implicit enchanting grace.

Nevertheless, the common people of Beijing will be content with housing accommodation,
big or small, in a high-rise of gray, green or any other color, where they can enjoy the ease and

privacy of their own home.

Sometimes, while strolling in the street, I raise my head to gaze far ahead at the building
where I live. As I identify my window on the 17th floor, I realize what we call our“home”is in
fact more like a“bird's nest.”It's cubical like a box. Sandwiched in between the 16th and the 18th
floor, it's like something hanging high up in mid-air, touching neither the sky nor the earth.

Apparently, it's a bit too high for a human domicile.

Therefore, I often envy birds their ability to fly freely. If they had a nest built on the 17th
floor of our building, they could also fly back to it light-heartedly and then stand enjoying a
leisurely view of crowds milling about in the streets. But, unfortunately, I have no wings. So I
have to use the elevator in the building to get back to my“nest.” And, mind you, that depends
upon the uninterrupted supply of electric power, the trouble-free condition of the elevator

(which often has troubles) and the presence of the girl elevator operator on duty. Unlike birds,

I can't always act as I think fit, leaving or coming back to my“nest”freely as I please.

Sometimes, sitting at my desk before the window, I will suddenly hear a soft cooing sound
and, looking up, I find a pair of white doves billing and cooing on the outer windowsill.
Unwilling to alarm them, I will sit quietly admiring their elegant shape and gentle carriage. At
the end of their rendezvous, they will turn their heads and exchange stares with me, their tiny
eyes glistening. I will, on such occasions, be very eager to let them know how I love doves and

that the famous dove painted by Picasso is far less beautiful than real doves. I will feel confused



as to who should be the real dweller of the“nest”— the pair of doves or me, and whether we are
of the same kind. I don't know what thoughts they have in their tiny brains. Anyway, after
enjoying themselves to their heart's content, they will fly back to the nest of their own. It is
somewhat smaller than mine by several square meters, but is also hanging in midair, over the

balcony of a residence in the opposite tower building.

In addition to doves, sparrows also frequent my windowsill. They will come singly, in pairs
or groups, chirping and hopping about like playful kids, totally impervious to any peeper behind
the window. The whereabouts of their home is unknown, but apparently it is farther than that of

doves.

The visit of these guests to my“nest”has lent great charm to the 17th floor. Often, when I
see birds flying beyond my window, I will forget I am living in the prison cell of a cement-

poured home.

But, if I stoop to look down, I'll see immediately how insipid the city is. The streets stretch
like grey ribbons. It takes quite a while for cars of all descriptions and trolleybuses to move
along slowly like beetles of various sizes until they are out of sight. Nearer in sight are dull grey

rooftops, and farther on stand row upon row of buildings.

Green trees are so lovely that we can scarcely take our eyes off them. I wish I could become
a bird so that I could fly off from this“nest”to the forest, the sea, the mountain, or to any place
with flowers, grass, trees and water, but without cement and tail exhaust. It would be a place
where I could enjoy unpolluted fresh air, quiet atmosphere free from noise-pollution, pure water
from a limpid brook. It would be a clean place without discord, disturbance, friction, scramble

for power and gain, intrigue and mutual deception.
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